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THE    IRON    CHEST; 
A   PL  AT* 

IN   THREE   ACTS. 


.  ACT  I.— SCENE  I.  J&+> 

tier  Jap//-  V-J  f/>etiij% 

The  inside  if  Rkwb old's  Cottagf.     Several  children,  squaUd 

and  beggarly,  discover* d  jn  different  funis  of  the  room  :  some  —  " 
asleefl.J  Pa mk  Rawbold  seated,  leaning  over  the  embers  qf 
thejire.  "JBaibara  seated  near  her.  8aw»OH  standing  t* 
the  front  of  the  stage.  A  narrow  stair-cose  in  the  hack  scene* 
jilafur  burning*  The  whole  scene  exhibits  poverty  and  *orefch~ 
comets,  ♦   i.    •* ■-" 

GLEE.      ».         :?      •/<:'.  - 

...-.'■    •     A  -        »     ,     '   .. 
.   Sams»*.  I     • 

riVE  timet,  by  the  tapcrY  light,  .     •-  \.  /  ' 

\t.  The  hour-glass  I  have  turn'd  to  night,       '  \  ■*:"'•*■  * ■ .'.  ■ 

First  Bey.    Where's  father  ? 

Stmsom.     He'i  gone  out  to  roam  ;  .  .  *,  '■ 

If  he  have  luck, 
A  H 

Upon  hit 
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Hark !  from  the  woodland  vale  below.  *  „ 

The  distant  clock  sounds,  dull,  and  slow ! 
Borne !  borne !  borne ! 

% ;    /£    Sam.  Five  o'clock,  and  father  not  «yet  return'd 

mmm    "from  New  Forest!    An  he  come  not  shortly, 

the  sun  will  rise,  and  roast  the  venison  on  his 

»   shoulders.— Sister  Barbara! — Well,  your  rich  men 

f;     have  no  bowels  for  us  lowly !  they  little  think, 

while  they  are  gorging  on  the  fat  haunch  of  a 

goodly  buck,  what  fatigues  we  poor  honest  souls 

undergo  in  stealing  it. — Why,  sister  Barbara! 

\Sr    Bar.    I  am  here,  brother  Samson.    (gf&9XJ$)< 

Sam.    Eere! — marry,  out  upon  you  for  an  idle 

baggage  I  why,  you  crawl  like  a  snail. 

Bar.    I  prithee,  now,  do  not  chide  me,  Sam- 
son! 

Sam. '  Tis  my  humour.  I  am  father's  head 
j  man  in  his  poaching.  The  rubs  I  take  from  him, 
who  is  above  me,  I  hand  down  to  you,  who  are 
/  beiow  me,  lis  the  way  of  office ; — where  every 
miserable  devil  domineers  it  over  the  next  more 
miserable  devil  that's  under  him.  You  may 
scold  sister  Margery,  an  you  will ; — she's  your 
younger  by  a  twelvemonth. 

Bar.  Truly,  brother,  I  would  not  make  any 

one  unhappy,  for  the  world.     I  am  content  to  do 

*       what  I  can  to  please,  and  to  mind  the  house. 

*        Sam.    Truly,  a  weighty  matter !  Thou  art  e'en 

ready  to  hang  thyself,  for  want  of  something  to 

'  •...  while  away  time.     What  hast  thou  much  more 

.  /,to  do  than  to  trim  the  faggots,  nurse  thy  mother, 

boil  the  pot,  patch  our  jackets,  kill  the  poultry, 

,.  ;.    cure  the  hogs,  feed  the  pigs,  and  comb  the  chil- 


i 


df  eii  ? 

Bar.  Many  might  think  that  no  small  charge, 

v  gamsont  .:.-•' 

».!.::  vV.  '                         Sam% 


I 

t  ■  • 
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Sam.  A  mere  nothing : — while  father  and  I 
(bate  us  but  die  mother  and  children)  have  the 
credit  of  purloining  every  single  thing  that  you 
have  the  care  of.  We  are  up  early,  and  down 
late,  in  the  exercise  of  our  industry. 

Bar.  I  wish  father,  and  you,  would  give  up 
the  calling. 

Sam.  No ; — there  is  one  keen  argument  to  pre- 
vent us. 

Bar.    What's  that,  brother  ? 

Sam,  Hunger.  Wouldst  have  us  be  rogues, 
and  let  our  familv  starve  ?  Give  up  poaching  and 
deer-stealing!  Ocns !  dost  think  we  have  no  con- 
science ?  Yonder  sits  mother,  poor  soul  1— old, 
helpless,  and  crazy. 

Bar,  Alas !  brother,  'tis  heart-aching  to  look 
upon  her.  This  very  time  three  years  she  got  her 
maim.    It  was  a  piteous  tempest! 

Sam.     Ayry— 'twas  rough  weather. 

Bar,     I  never  pass  the  old  oak,  that  was  shi- 
ver'dthat  night,  in  the  storm,  but  I  am  ready  to 
weep.     It  remembers  me  of  the  time  when  all  our  1 I 
poor  family  went  to  ruin. 

Sam .  Pish ! — no  matter :  The  cottage  was  blown 
down ; — the  barn  fired  ; — father  undone ; — Veil, 

landlords  are  flinty  hearted ; — no  help! what 

then  ?  we  live,  don't  we  ?  (tullenlt/),  v 

Bar.  Troth,  brother,  very  sadly.  Father  has 
grown  desperate;  all  is  fallen  to  decay.  We  live 
by  pilfering  on  the  Forest; — and  our  poor  mother • 
distracted,  and  unable  to  look  to  the  house.  The 
rafter,  which  fell  in  thestorm,struckso  heavy  upon 
her  brain,  I  fear  me  'twill  never  again  be  sett- 
led. ' 

Mothi  'Children!  Bafbnral  wrherp'i  my  driest 
daughter  ?  ■  She  it  my  darling  , 

V  vk.'  Bar. 
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Jui.   -IamhcKsrooiIiu. 


Sam.    Peace, fool!  you  know  shel_ 

Metb.    lawktothecattle^Battfara!  Wemus* 

to  market  to-morrow^M^misbancTs  a  rich  man. 

We  thrive !  w^hrivel  Ha,  ha,  ha  I— oh ! 
Bar.    (3h1>rother  I  I  cannot  bear  to  see  her 

thuo  j«fmouj 


■though,  alas  1  wo  have  long  been  uoad  H 


The  little  ones  too, — scarce  doathed — hungry 
—almost  starving ! — Indeed,  we  are  a  very  wretch- 
ed family.   / 

Sam.  Hark!  Methought  I  heard  a  tread. — 
Hist !  be  wary.  We  must  not  oprn  in  fcMU,  far 
fear  of  onrpfioothy^ . 

?'/%  (J  knock  at  the  Cottage  door.) 


DUET: 

Samson.    Who  knocks  at  ibis  dead  hour  ? 
Rawbold  [without.) 
Samson.     How  should  we  know, 
A  friend  from  foe  ? 
A  signal  you  must  give. 
Rawbold  (without.) 

(Rawbold  gives  three 
singing  at  intervals.) 

$*msou.    —One,  t 


Give  me  the  word  we  fhi'dto night. 

Loebuck.  (in  a  whisper  to  Barbara). 
'  ut.)    Roebuck. 

That  is  right ; 
Enter  now  by  candle-light. 
■    F^ttihf^      Open  now  bycanfte  light,     _       


A  friend. 


Samson  counts, 


Samson  opens  the  door,  and  Rawbold  enters. 

Raw.    Bar  the  door.   So !  softly. 

Sam.    What  success,  father  ? 

Haw.    Good :  my  limbs  ache  for't. 

M&km  ■O-hmvt  hurfomd  1  Wolqome  from  tin 


. 
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^ourti  ■  Thou  ohtlt  be  made  a  Illicit,  wA  I  » 
lidy     Hi  1  hi ! 

itaw.     Ractjlraotj  poor  aetd ! — How  you  stand?  ; 
(fo  Samson).    The  chair,  you  gander  I  \ 

Sam.  {to  Barbara)  Why  how  you  stand!  the 
chair,  you  gander ! 

{They  brinjt  Rawbold  a  chair  :  he  sits. 
Raw.    Here—take  my  eun— 'tis  unscrew'd. 
The  keepers  are  abroad ;— I  had  scarce  time  to  get 
it  in  my  pocket. 

[He  hulls  the  gun  from  a  fiocket  under  his  coai \  in 
three  ftieces,  which  Samson  screws  to£ethct9  while 
they  are  talking.)' 
Fie !  'tis  sharp  work !   Barbara,  you  jade*  come 
hither! 

Sam.    Barbara,  you  jade,  come  hither ! 
Raw.    Who  bid  thee  chide  her,  lout  ?  Kiss  thy 
old  rather,  wench.  Kiss  me,  I  say.--$o; — why  dost 
tremble? — I  am  rough  as  a  tempest ;  evil  fortune 
has  blown  my  lowring  nature  into  turbulence  ; 
'     but  thou  art  a  blossom  that  dost  bend  thy  head  so 
sweetly  under  my  gusts  of  passion,  'tis  pity  they 
should  ever  harm  thee. 
*?-iCi .  Rar.    Indeed,  father,  I  am  glad  to  see  you  safe 
•  return'd. 

Raw.    I  believe  thee.    Take  the  keys;  go  to  , 
the  locker,  in  the  loft,  and  bring  me  a  glass  to     ^ 
recruit  me.  (Barbara goes  tafc  J.l^2JS^ 

Sam.  Well,  father,  and  so  ?—— 
Raw.    Peace. — I  ha'  shot  a  buck. 
Sam.    O  rare !  Of  all  the  sure  aims,  on  the 
borders  of  the  New  Forest,  here,  give  me  old 
Gilbert  Rawbold ;  though  I,  who  am  his  son,  say 
it,  that  should  not  say  it. — Where  have  you  stow'd 
him,  father? 
Raw.      Under  the  fume,  behind  the  hovel. 

Come 
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I'       Come ni^it  again,  we  will  draw  him  in,  boy.    J 

have  been  watch'd.  ..         ,  j 

Sam.  Watch'd!  O,  the  pestilence !  our  trade 
will  be  spoil'd  if  the  Groom  Keepers  be  after  us. 
The  law  will  persecute  us,  father.    . 

Raw.    Do'st  know  Mortimer  \ 

Sam. .  What,  Sir  EdwardMortimer  ?  Aye,  sure. 
He  is  head  Keeper  of  the  forest.  Tis  he  who  has 
shut  himself  up  in  melancholy ;— sees  no  rich,  and 
does  so  much  good  to  the  poor. 

Raw.  He  has  done  me  nought  but  evil.  A 
gun  cannot  be  carried  on  the  border,  here,  but  he 
has  scent  on't,  at  a  league's  distance.  He  is  a  thorn 
to  me.  His  scouts  this  night  were  after  me^-all  J 
on  the  watch.  Ill  be  revenged— I'll  j — so,  the, 
brandy. — Enter  Barbara,  with  the  liquor. 

Raw.    [after  drinkjnz)  Tis  right,  i'faith ! 

Sam.  That 'tis  I'll  be  sworn  j  for  I  smuggled 
it  myself.  We  do  not  live  so  near  the  coast  for 
nothing. 

Raw.    Sir  Edward  Mortimer,  look  to  it  I 
/        Barb.    Sir  Edward  Mortimer!  O,  dear  father, 
>     what  of  him  ? 

Raw.  Aye,  now  thou  art  all  agog!  Thou 
would'st  hear  somewhat  of  that  smooth-tongued 
fellow,  his  secretary, — his  clerk,  Wilford ;  whom 
thou  so  often  meet'st  in  the  forest.  I  have  news 
on't.  Look  how  you  walk  thither  again.  What, 
thou  wouldst  betray  me  to  him,  I  warrant; — con- 
spire against  your  father. 

Sam.  Aye !  conspire  against  your  father ! — and 
*  your  tender  loving  brother,  you  viper,  you ! 

Barb.    Beshrew  me,  father,  I  meant  no  harm :  - 
and,  indeed,  indeed,  Wilford  is  as  handsome  a — /^ 
I  mean  as  good  a  youth  as  ever  breathed.    If  I 
thought  he  meant  ill  by  you,  I  should  hate  him. 

Raw. 


flu****  X**mjbJ  fi^ff^. 


A  #+***±4d*h 


A  PLAY,  IS 

Raw.    When  didst  see  him  last  ? — Speak ! 

.  Barb,  You  terrify  me  so,  father,  I  am  scarce 
able  to  speak.  Yesternoon,  by  the  copse :  'twas 
but  to  read  with  him  the  book  of  sonnets,  he  gave 
me. 

Sam.  •  That's  the  way  your  sly,  grave  rogues, 
work  into  the  hearts  of  the  females.  I  never  knew 
any -good  come  of  a  girl's  reading,  sonnets,  with  a 
learned  clerk,  in  a  copse. 

Raw.  Let  me  hear  no  more  of  your  meetings. 
I  am  content  to  think  you  would  not  plot  my  un- 
doing.  .-*.*-, 

Barb.     I?-— O  father! 

Raw.  But  he  may  plot  yours.  Mark  me ; — For- 
tune has  thrust  me  forth  to  prowl,  like  the  wolfj— 
but  the  wolf  is  anxious  for  its  young : — I  am  an 
outcast,  whom  hunger  has  harden'd.  I  violate  the 
law ;  but  feeling  is  not  dead  within  me:  and,  cal- 
lous villain  as  I  am  accounted,  I  would  tear  that  /P,\  .v 
greater  villain  piecemeal,  who  would  violate  my  !^_ 
child,  and  rob  an  old  man  of  the  little  remains  of 
comfort  wretchedness  has  left  him.  y{  J£- 

-J—l  •/*  [A  knocking  at  the  door,    A  voice  without.  'Km 

■  rilumoihoh rrf — ***■; 

/      ,      Raw*x  How  now!  , 

-    Sam.    There!  an  they  be  not  after  us  already. 
Ill — We  have  talk'd,  too,  'till  tis  broad  day  light. 

Wilford  (without.)  Open,  good  master    Raw- 
bold;  I  would  speak  to  you,  suddenly. 

Barb.    O  Heaven! 'tis  the  voice  of  Wilford 
himself.  :"..'J  •    *~ 

Raw.  Wilford !  I'm  glad  on't :— Now  he  shall  X  /X  ^ 
—I'm  dad  on't.  Open  the  door :  quickly*  I  say ;  *^~- T 
—he  shall  smart  for  it. 

Ham. 
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Sam.  Art  yau  mad,  father?  Tfis  we  thall 
•mart  for  it.  Let  in  the  Keeper's  head  man !  The 
buck,  you  have  just  6hot,  you  know,  if  hard  at 
hand. 

Raw.    Open,  I  say*    7^'G~* 
(     Sam.    OX^d^Idefyanyfiecaretary's  nose  not 
to  smell  stolen  venison,now,  the  moment  'tis  thrust 
near  our  hovel. 

Samson  opens  thedoof^  Enter  Wi^ford. 

Witf.  ;  Save  you,  good  people!  You  are  Gil- 
bert Rawbold,  as  I  take  it.  < 

Raw.  I  am.  Your  message  here,  young  man, 
l>odes  me  no  good :  but  I  am  Gilbert  Rawbold  ; — 
and  here's  my  daughter.    Do'st  know  her  ? 

Wslf.  Ah,  Barbara,  good  wench !  how  feres 
it  with  you  ? 

Raw.    Look  on  her  well; — then  consult  your 
fcwn  conscience; — *tis  difficulty  haply,  for  a  se*. 
cretary  to  find  one.    You  are  a  villain. 

Wilf.    You  lie: — Hold, I  crave  pardon.    You 
are  her  father ;  she  is  innocent,  and  you  are  un- 
happy: I  respect  virtue  and  misfortune  too  much . 
to  shock  the  one  or  insult  the  other. 

Raw.  Sdeath  !  why  meet  my  daughter  in  the 
forest? 

Wilf.    Because  I  love  her.  .  '  . 

■    Raw.    And  would  ruin  her.  T/ 

Wilf.  That's  a  strange  way  of  shewing  One's 
love,  methinks.  1  have  a^imple  notion,  Gilbert; 
that  the  thought  of  having  taken  abase  advantage 
of  a  poor  girl's  affection  might  go  nigh  to  break  a 
man's  sleep,  and  give  him  unquiet  dreams :  now, 
flove  my  night's  rest,  and  Shall  do  nothing  to  dis- 
turb it. 

Raw. 
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Raw.    Would'st  not  poison  her  mind  ?  / 

Wilf.     'Tis  not  my  method,  friend,  of  dosing       X\ 
a  patient.    Look  ye,  Gilbert ;  Her  mind  is  a  fair    -       ■  - 
flower,  stuck  in  the  rude  soil,  here,  of  surround-    i,;,  V^/K// 
ing  ignorance,  and  smiling  in  the  chill  of  poverty  i      - 
— I  would  fain  cheer  it  with  the  little  sun-shine  I    Jt/l<J*+*  ff 
possess  of  comfort  and  information.     My  parents    /l/^     tl 
were  poor  like  her's:  should  occasion  serve,  I 
might,  haply,  were  all  parties  agreed,  make  her 
my  wife.    To  offer  ought  else  Would  affect  her, 
you,  and  myself;  and  I  have  no  talent  at  making 
three  people  uneasy  at  the  same  time. 

Raw.  Your  hand :— on  your  own"  account,  we 
are  friends.  $  fa  . 

Barb.     O  dear  father!  -~  1 

Raw.    Be  silent.    Now  to  your  errand,     lit 
from  Mortimer. 

Wilf.    I  come  from  Sir  Edward. 
JG  Maw.    I  know  his  malice.    He  would  oppress 
""me  with  his  power ;  he  would  starve  me,  wid  my" 

family.     Search  my  house. 
X    Sarru    No,  father,  no.    You  forget  the  buck 
under  the  furze.  ( aside) 

Raw.  Let  him  do  his  worst :  but  let  him  be- 
ware : — a  tyrant !  u  villain ! 

Wilf j  Harkye !— he  is  my  master.    I  owe  him 

my  gratitude ;— - every  thing : — and  had  you  been 

*   any  but  my  Barbara's  father,  and  spoken  so  much 

against  him,  my  indignation  had  work'd  into  my 

knuckles,  and  cram  'd  the  words  down  your  rusty 

7throat. 

*L  -  Sam.    I  do  begin  to  perceive  how  this  will  end. 

Father  will  knock  down  the  secretary,  as  flat  as  a    -      V  /* 

buck.  -    'v**/',  ;,y.;....      '•■        e/^z^r 

Raw.    Why  am  I  singled  out?    Is  there  no 
mark  for  the  vengeance  of  office  to  shoot  its  shaft 

!.    '  -       .  .at 


«■  ■■ 

■-  . 
•  •     '*  •  '• 
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at  but  me  ?  This  morning,  as  he  dog'd  me  in  the 
forest— — ■— '   ;:  "  '•  '     •  •     ':;   •      '  ■*' 
i:  Wllf.    Hush,  Rawbold: — keep  your  counsel. 
Should  you  make  it  publick,  he  must  notice  it. 
Baw.    Did  he  not  notice  it?   •    .       -•    l 
Wilf.    No  matter ; — but  he  has  sent  me,  thus 
early,  Gilbert,  with  this  relief  to  your  distresses, 
which  he  has  heard  of.    Here  are  twenty  marks, 
foryou,  and  your  family. 
Baw.    From  Sir  Edward  Mortimer}    • 
Wilf.    *Tis  his  way; — but  he  would  not  have 
it  mention'd.     He  is  one  of  those  judges  who,  in 
their  office,  will  never  warp  the  law  to  save  offend- 
ers: but  his  private  charity  bids  him  assist  the 
needy,   before  their   necessities   drive  them  to 
crimes,  which  his  publick  duty  must  punish. 

Baw.  Did  Mortimer  do  this!  did  he!  Hea* 
ven  bless  him!  Oh,  young  man,  if  you  knew  half 
themisery — my  wife — my  children ! — Shame  'ont ! 
I  have  stood  many  a  tug,  but  the  drops,  now,  fall 
in  spite  of  me.  I  am  not  ungrateful;  but— *-* 
I  cannot  stand  it.  We  will  talk  of  Barbara 
when  I  have  more  man  about  me. 


Wilf. 


£fE*iti  &&&£&**§* 


Farewell.     I  '  mnsr    home  to  the  lodge 
qniniriy,    Tf^  rhfc  /  Tnrnint  I  am/ook'd  for. 


<• 
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Adieu  !  adieu !  I  must  be  going ;  ,  . 

The  dapper  village  cock  i» crowing.  •**i^-  4 

Adieu,  my  little  Barbara!  \      M     TA 1      , 

Barbara* 

Adieu!— and  should  you  think  upon 
The  lowly  collage,  when  you're  gone. 
Where  two  old  Oaks,  with  ivy  ueck% 
Their  branches  o'er  the  roof  project, 
I  Vn7*  g°°d  sir,  just  recollect 
That  there  lives  little  Barbara.  \ 

Samson.  -^     ' 

And  Samson  too,  rood  sir,  in  smoke  and  smother  %      1 
Barbara's  very  tender,  loving  brother.         ^  *TVf1 

First  Boy,  to  Samson. 

Brother,  look !  the  Sun,  aloof,  v 

Peeps  through  the  cranniew  of  the  roof. 
Give  us  food,  good  brother,  pray !  '  ..« 

For  we  eat  nothing  yesterday.  I 

Children.    Give  us  food,  good  brother,  pray !  •   *    " 

Samson.      Oh,  fire  and  faggot !  what  a  squalling  !  >  •  < 

Barbara*    Do  no\  chide 'em.       1 

Sanson.  r    ,  Damn  their  bawling  1. 

Hungry  stomachs  there's  no  balking : 
I  wish  I  could  stop  their  mouths  with  talking; 
But  very  good  meat  is,  (cent  per  cent, ) 
Dearer  than  very  good  argument.        ...  ,  / 

IVilford.    Adieu,  adieu!  I  must  be  going ; 

The  dapper  village  cock  i j  crowing. 
Adieu,  my  li ll  1c  Barbara!      >  ,    : 

Barbara.      Oh,  think  on  litUe  Barbara !  \    '        > 
Children.     Give  us  food! 

Samson.  '  •   Curse  their  squalling  f  l-:i 

Wslford  and  Barbara.    Adieu!  adieu!  '•  •.  htt* 

famm.  ,  Damn  their  bawling.! .  .   .  .  *.  \  . 

■■  *<     # x- 

iamtm.  miford,  and  Barbara.  W  ***         \ 

Adieu  my  fiiteBarnarai        V-         '     '       ;' 
Ob,  think  on  little  Barbara!      I    !    |   - 
YchII  think  00  Utile  Barbara.  J 

B  SCENE 


i§ 


: 


jr         im  iron  chest* 


SCENE  IL    An  M  fashiorid  Bail,  in  Sir  Ed-/  'j*f 

n'  WARD  MoRTIMRR*S  Lodge.  '  ~~/ 

$Jf  Several AServants  cross  the  Stage,   mid  Amfy  «, 
^Tjjjjjrjrc/j,  co/rf  Meat9tfe.  V*  fiLawfA  r* 

<jfl-   Enter  Adam  Wintered*,    i 

.jL  H7»/.    Softly,  varlets,  softly!— sec  yoti  crack 

hone  of  the  stone  flaggons.    Nay,  'tis  plain  your 
,   own  breakfasts  be  toward,  by  your  skuttling  thus. 
fsi  7iM — A  goodly  mprning!    Why,  you  giddy-pated 
-  knave,  ( fir  mWth  mmmU)  h  tt  so  you  carry  a 
dish" of  pottery  ?  no  heed  of  our  good  master's,     * 
Sir  Edward  Mortimer's,  ware  ?    Fy,  Peter  Pick- 
bcne,fy! 
Pi  faitfVtrv     I  am  in  haste,  master  steward,  to  break 
"""■^tny  fast.  . 

Winn  To  break  thy  fast ! — to  break  thy  neck, 
it  should  seem.  Ha !  ha !  good  i'faith !— Go  thy 
Ways  knave!  (Exit  servant^*  "lis  thus  the 
rogues  ever  have  me.  1  would  feign  be  angry 
with  them,  but,  straight,  a  merry  jest  passeth  across 
*  it  me,  and  my  choler  is  over.  To  break  thy  neck 
it  should  seem !  ha,  ha !  'twas  well  conceited,  by 
I  V  St  Thomas !—— My  table-book,  for  the  business 

of  the  day.  Ah,  my  memory  holds  not  as  it  did ; — 
it  needs  the  spur.  (Looking  over  his  book.')  Nine 
and  forty  years  have  I  been  house-steward  and 
butlerMJat  me  Iflft  ■■  Sin  <  wintarg  ago,  .<ow 
ffirkunweve,  died  mir  old  master,  Sir  Manna- 
duke. — Ah !  he  was  aj  heavy  loss.  I  look'd  to 
drop  before  him.  ■  He  was  hale  and  tough  ? — but, 
thank  Ummm§  Ijwb'  mm  him  outjmy  j$m  Mt 
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ftm/am — Let  me  see — my  tables ;  {Looking  over^ 
them  and  flfofcfr 

"  When  birds  do  carrol  on  the  bush, 
With  a  heigh  no  nonny"- heigho ! 


Eni**  Cook. 


Cook.    Master  steward !  good  master  Winter- 
ton  ! 

Wint.    Who  calls  merry  old  Adam  Winterton : 
Ha,  Jacob  Cook !    well  bethought, — the  dinnc 
Nay,  I  bear  a  brain:  thinking  men  will  combj 
I  never  see  Jacob  Cook  but  it  reminds  me  of 

ing  dinner.     We  must  have what  say> 

bles ?     ■   we  must  have,  Jacob— Nay/ by 


V 


Thomas,  I  perceive  'twas  Christmas  eve 
died  my  good  old  master,  Sir  Marm 

Cook.    1  pray  you  dispatch  me 
eteward.    I  would  bestir  in  time 

WinU  Then  I  would  counsel 
Jacob ;  for  truth  to  say  thou 
good  i'faith  !*— Let  me  see ; 
thou  prepared  the  fare  I 

Cook,    All  kill'd,  ancy 
Edward  Mortimer 
same  bill  of  fare 


ivenyeax* 


uke. 


master 


teVd 
teadi 


we, 


to  rise  earlier, 
a  sluggard.  Hai 
er — oh !  Hast 
yester-night  ? 
:  but  will  not  Sir 
his  diet  ?  ■  lis  the  very 
rved  yesterday. 
.  Wint.  Hey— lor' me  see; — I  have  settled  the 
dinners,  throughout  the  week,  in  my  tables.  Now, 
by  our  lady,  Lnave  mistaken,  and  read  Thursday 
twice  overL^Ha!  ha!  ha! — A  pestilence  upon 
me!  WelJ^ir  Edward,  (heaven  bless  him !)  must 
bear  whfi  me :  he  must  e'en  dine  to  day  on  what 
he  diped  on  yesterday ! — 'tis  too  late  to  be  chang- 
ed^/Get  thee  gone,  knave,  get  thee  gone ! 

Cook.  (Going  out)—  Age  has  so  overdone  this 
frldPry  bonesj  hi'll  ihortly- Himhls  from  the  spih  \ 
!.  B   2  "Thuutkr 
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"  Tlmudaf '  tw*iee  overl"    This  ■titoit  m  hm% 

able  to  .mini     An  eld  bwmiTiiuH  +  (Emit. 

Wint.    These  •  fatigues  of  office  somewfot  wear 

a  man.    J  have  had  a  long  lease  on't.    1  ha*  seen 

out  Queen  Mary,  Queen  Elizabeth,    and  King 

— t-  James,     lis  e'en  almost  time ,  that  I  should  retire, 

k  !    to  begin  to  enjoy, myselft.    Eh!  by  St.  Thomas! 

\'    hither  trips  the  fair  mistress  Blanch.     Of  a\\  the 

fc  waiting  gentlewomen  I  ever  lbok'd  on,  during 

the  two.last  reigns,  hone  stirr*d  my  fafccy  lil^e  this 

little  rose-bud. 

- '- -\  '-•'     J; —  Enter  Blanch..  . 

Blanch.    A  goofl  day j  good  Adam  Winterton. 
'Wint. i  -What  wag!   what  tulip!   I   never  see 
thee  but  I  ahi  a  score  of  years  the  younger. 

Blanch.    Nay,  then,  let  us  not  meet  often,  or 
you  will  soon  be  in  your  second  childhood,    ' 

Wint.  .  What  you  come  from  your  mistress,  the 
Lady  Helen,  in  the  forest  here;  and  would  speak 
with  Sir  Edward  Mortimer,  I  warrant  ? 
'  .  '  *  ^Blanch.    I  would.    Is^hb  melancholy  worship 
xtirringyet? 

Wint.    Fy,  you  mad-cap !    He  is  my  master,  I 
and  your  Lady's  friend.    • ' 

Blanch.    Yes,  truly;  it  seems,  her  only  lone*  ■ 
j  poor  Lady:  he  protects  her  now  she  is  left  an 

prphari.  '  ;'  :    ♦     , 

,  '  '  Wint.    A  blessing  on  his  heart '!  I  Would  it  were ! 
merrier.    ■jfoHy^  >  r^^h  K^1^1,l«n  *,.  c:,  v\  , 
iwui'd  ftff  Kik consolation :  and  he  never  affords-  her 
f  his  advice  but  his  bounty  is  sure  to  follow  it/ 
I     Blanch.  Just  so  a  crow  will  nourish  its  nestling: 
|  he-  croaks  first,  and  then  gives  her  food.  . 

Wint.  .  Ha,  ha!    good  i'faithl— but    wicked. 

L-rrnmp?ny  fcjjfl  fgfrfrpgj    1T1d    \?\c\    fiHl    MttWT 

Should. 


t 


^**3b. 


• 


w 


»  '  •  -• 

Should  they,  happen  to  marry,  (and  I  have  my 
fancies  on't)  I'll  dance  a'gatyiard  with  thee^  in  the 
hall,  on  jtjbie  round  oak  table.    Sbiu}!   when  I 
was  a  youth,  I  would  ha*  caper'd  with  St.  Vitus^  ." 
and  beat  himj  •  •      .,  i \ '  > 

Blanch.  You  are  as  likely  to  dance  jibw,  as 
they  to  marry.  What  has  hinder'd  therp,  if  the  par,-  * 

ties  be  agreed? — yet  L  have,  now,  been  with  my 
mistress  these  two  years,  since  Sir  Edward  first 
came  hither,  and  placed  her  in  the  cottage,  hard 
by  his  lodge.  ...';: 

Wint.  Tush!  family  reasons :< — thou  know- 
est  nothing :  thou  art  scarce  catch'd.  Two  years 
back,  when  we  came  from  Kent,  and  Sir  Edward 
first  entered  on  his  office,  here,  of  Head  iteeper, 
thou  wert  a  colt,  running  wild  about  New  Forest. 

1  hired  you  myself,  to  attend  on  Madam  Helen. 

Blanclu  Nay  I  shall  never  forget  it.  But  you 
were  as  frolicksome,  then,  as  I,  methinks.  Dost 
remember  the  box  on  the  ear  1  gave  thee,  Adam  ? 

Wint.  Peace,  peace,  you  pie!  ah, you  prate, 
thus,  I'll  stop  your  mouth.  I  will,  by  St.  Thomas ! 

Blanch.  An  I  be  inclined  to  the  contrary,  I 
do  not  think  you  are  able;  to  stop  it. 

Wint.     Out,   you   baggage!     thou  hast  mor*tgL/ 
tricks  than  a  kitten,     well,  go  thy  ways.    P^yY^v^ 
Edward  is  at  his  studV,  juld  there  thou  wilt  find    t£2L 
him.     Ah,  mistress  Blanch !  nad  you  but  seen  me 
in  the  early  part  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  reign  I  % 

Blanch.    How  old  art  thbtl  now,  Adam? 

Wint.  Four  score,  Jpjni  Martlemas';  and,' by 
our  Lady,  I  can  run  with  a  lapwing.  „fi 

Blanch.  Canst  thoui-^well  said  lr— Thou  ar< 
a  merry  old  man,  anct  snalt  have1  a  kiss  of  me,  om 
cme  condition* '  fo   \y$  >>  rr'vr-v.7  ' 

2  fflmil  Phalli?  odsbuil  1  name  it  and  ?iis  mine, 
rcef  Blanch. 


J 
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Blanch.    Then,  catch  me.  {Runs  qfjft^_  _ 

'Winu    Pestilence  'opt !  there  was  a  time  when 

my  legs  had  served  t  v'  lyU  to  apeak  With}  I  na^ef 

"~  tSffiH  them,  BWj  two  my  wartet  haw  tluit  they 

/Lit  not  romembcf  me  of-iwu  slicks  of  frtej  sealing* 

i  wmi    I  was  a  c  lean  limb'd  stripling,  when  I  first 

stood  behind  Sir  Marmaduke's  arm  chunm  the 

pld  oak  eating-room,      S*tt  +f*  jj* SS.**  • 

m — -■ 80WG-,    AdhmWmUrhru: 

SIR  Marmaduke  was  a  hearty  Kn i^ht  ; 

Goodman!  Old  man ! 
He's  painted  standing  bolt  upright. 

With  his  hose  roll'd  over  his  knee  ;— 
His  perri wig's  as  white  as  chalk; 
.And  on  his  fist  he  holds  a  hawk  ; 
And  he  looks  like  the  head 
Of  an  ancient  family. 

1  !  • 
Hit  dining  room  was  long 
Good  man !  Old 
His  spaniels  lay  by  the  ripe-side  !— 

And  in  other  parts,  d>ye  see. 
Cross-bows,  tobacco-pipes,  old  hats, 
,A  saddle,  Y.h  \v](e,/nd  a  litter  of  cats ; 
And  heJook'd  like  the  head  . 
Of  an  an/en  t  family. 

m. 

Jfc  ne  ver  tkrn'd  the  poor  from  hi  s  ga te j 

yGoodman!  Old  man! 
But  always  ready  to  break  the  pate 
i  Country's  enemy. 
ft  Knight  could  do  a  better  thing,  . 
-  serve  the  poor,  and  fight  for  his  Ring  ? 
And  so  may  every  head  *   . 

Of  an  ancient  family.      ' _ __. 


wide; 
i 


{    / 


Tfc —  Enter  Wiword. 

Wf-    Every  new  act  of  Sir  Edward's  charity 
sets  me  a  thinking;  and  the  more  I  tMttk  the  more 


"  f 
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I  am  puzzled^  lis  strange  that  a  man  should 
be  so  ill  at  ease,  who  is  continually  doing  good.  - 
At  times,  the  wild  glare  of  his  eye  is  frightful ; 
jandj-last  night,  when- 1  wao  writing  ior  him,  :n  tna 
Qibraryj  I  eouM  not  help  fancying  i  was  shut  *ip» 
with  th&  imm*  I  would  stake  my  life  there's  a 
secret ;  and  I  could  almost  give  my  life  to  un- 
ravel it.  I  must  to  him,  for  my  morning's  em- 
ployment.    (Crossing  the  stage  )j£. 

Wint.  Ah !  "boy !  W  Sara  I  secretary!  whither 
away,  lad? 

Wilf.  Mr.  Winterton !— Aye,  marry,  this  good 
old  man  has  the  clue,,  could  I  but  coax  him  to* 
give  it  to  me.— A  good  morning  to  you,  sir ! « 

Wint.  Yea,  and  the  like  to  thee,  boy.  Come, 
thou  shalt'have  a  cup  of  Canary,  from  my  corner 
cup-board,  yonder.  » 

v  Wilf,    Not  a  drop. 

Wint.  Troth,  I  bear  thee  a  good  will  for  thy 
honest,  old,  dead  father's  sake. 

Wilf.  I  do  thankfully  perceive  it,  sir.  Your 
placing  me  in  Sir  Edward's  family,  some  nine 
months  ago,  when  my  poor  father  died,  and  left 
me  friendless,  will  never  out  of  my  memory. 

Wint.  Tut,  boy,  no  merit  of  mine  in  assisting 
the  friendless:  'tis  our  duty.  I  could  never 
abide  to  see  honest  industry  chop  fallen.  I  love  to 
have  folks  merry  about  me,  to  my  heart. 

Wilf.  I  would  you  could  instil  some  mirth 
into  our  good  master  Sir  Edward.  Yow  mo  an  oU> 
■domeotickj  the  only  ono  ha  brought  writh  "hiaa, 
twn.ypirg  hackj  from  Kont)  *m&  uii^hl  lualuf 
W  givo  hifl  opiwto  »jo».  He  sterns  de vour'd  with 
j  spleen,  and  melancholy. 
X*^**  WtnL  You  are  a  prying  boy.— Go  to.-— Ihavte 
told  thee,  a  score  of  times,  I  would  not  have  thee 
«  '.'  curious 


j»  THE  IROK  CHEST* 

curious  about  our  worthy  masters  humour.  -B£ 
I  my  tyathi  t  mi  angry  with  thaai  What  ■  boy  lik» 
I  you  ?.!.'■  a-  .  Thou  hast  put  me  in  choler.  Con* 
timie  this,  and  I'll  undo  thee; — I'll  uri— —sbudl 
I'll  unprotect  thee.— Ha,  good  i'faith!  Nay, 
marry,  my  rage  holds  not  long : — flash  and  out 
again.  Unprotect  than  I  ■hal  'turns  aTtcaading 
gnn-li  hy  Criirrt  ^hrnm1 


Wilf.    I  should  cease  to  pry,  sir,  would  yoij 
but  once,  (as  I  think  you  have  more  than  once 
seem'd  inclined)  gratify  my  much-raised  curiosity. 
Win^  4W1  caidi  i'raith  I  I  do  nnt  Haul 
&  front  thau  nrouldgt  rmira  to  iiiquiit, 
ad  teld  -thoo  all  thou  wautdut   kuuwj^What, 
green-horn,  didst  think  to  trap  the  old  man  > — 
60  thy  ways,  boy !    I  have  a  head. — Old  Adam 
,         Winterton  can  sift  a  subtle  speech  to  the  bottom. 
~;\  '•  W*ff*    Ah !  good  sir,  you  need  not  tell  me  that. 

Young  as  I  am,  lean  admire  that  experience. 
in  another,  which  I  want  myself. 

WinU    There  is  something  marvellous  engag- 

.  ing  in  this  young  man !  Yen  hays  -o  warid  of 

nrnmirajM  boy.  Sixty  years  ago,  in  Queen  Eliza- 

■#&■  oeth's  time,  I  was  just  such  another.    4  nmrm 

4>rr  „  Mirian  .Pnrpnnji  tha  farmer's  daughter!  ef 

StnrVf  iGraaQr wae4hin  iftamnnr'rt  af  me.  Well, 

beware  how  you  offend  Sir  Edward. 

Wilf.    I  would  not,  willingly  for  the  world. 
He  has  been  the  kindest  master  to  me.    tia  has  LAA 
f       jwfarrn'd  my  mind,  relieved  my  diotPOMtay  ehti^l    /yM  l 
A"  <W|  eheltcr'd  ma  ^but,  whilst  my  fortunes  ripen 
in  the  warmth  of  his  goodness,  the  frozen  gloom 
of  his  countenance  chills  me. 

WinU  Well,  well,  take  heed  how  you  prate 
on't.  Out  on  these  babbling  boys !  There  is  no 
peeping  a  secret  with  yoiinkers  in  a,  family. 

"•■-  Wilf. 


V 


'- 


I. 


APtAY.  as 

Wilf  (very  eater  l-i.)  What  then  there  is  a 
sderet ! — 'Tit  5  f  gucs^d  afttr  alii 

Wint.    Why,  how  now,  hot  head  ? Mercy 

on  me  !  an  this  tinder-box  boy  do  not  make  me 
shake  with  apprehension.  Is  it  thus  you  take  my 
frequent  council  ? 

Wilf.  Dear  sir,  'tis  your  council  which  most  1 
covet.  Give  me  but  that;  admit  me  to  your 
confidence ;  steer  me  with  your  advice,  (which  I 
ever  held  excellent)  and,  with  such  a  pilot,  1  may 
sail  prosperously  through  a  current  which,  other- 
wise, might  wreck  me. 

WinU  "Tig  mrlting  to  coo  how  unfladgod  ynatk 
■Mil  ghnlter  irgfflf,  lilire  i  chiclsani  nndep  tbo  wwg 
of  suQh  ■  tough  eld  cech  as» myself  1  Well,  well,  , 
I'll  think  on't,  boy.  t-U^p*  %A*&  J 
«  Wilf.  The  old  answer ; — yet,  he  softens  apace : 
could  I  but  clench  him  now — (aside)  Faith,  sir, 
'tis  a  raw  morning;  and  I  care  not  if  I  taste  the 
Canary  your  kindness  offer'd. 

WinU  Aha !  lad !  say 'st  thou  so  ?  jml  my 
.m^p,^  V|n]Tn»..  ..,v.r>r>  t  ...^  y^Tng     T  "Trr  rgfa 

iad'iwy  glaoe  at.firctj  but  Woama  to  it  are  I  had" 
quitted  inj  uemutmy.     Here's  the  key  of  the  cor- 
ner cup-board,  yonder.    See  you  do  not  crack 
the  bottle,  you  heedless  goose,  you ! 

[Wilford  takes  out  the  bottle  and  glasses  A 
Ha  !    fill   it  up.    Od  1  it  sparkles   curiously: 


Here's  to  I  prithee,  tell  me  now,  Wil- 

ford  j  didst  ever  in  thy  life  see  a  waiting*gentle- 
woman  with  a  more  inviting  eye  than  the  little  » 
Mrs.  Blanch?  v  ><V 

Wilf*    Here's  Mrs.  Blanch  1  (drinks)  +~~-7~jSij{r 
Wint.     Ah,  wag  1    well,  gc  thy  ways]  WelC 
when  I  was  of  tby  ager— r-^-qdsbudl  no  mat- 

•    w    ter; 
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ier  i  'tis  past,  now ;— -but  here's  the  little  Mrs. 

Blanch.-   (drinks)  '       . 

*    Wilf    *Tis  thought.hcre, Sir  Edward  means  to 

marry  her  lady,  Madam  Helen. 

V  Wtnt.    Nay,  /  know  nor.    She  has  long  been 

enamour'd  or  him,  poor  lady!  when  he  was  the 

gay,  the  gallant  Sir  Edward,  in  Kent.    Ah  well ! 

two  years  make  a  wond'rous  change ! 

Wilf.  Yes,  'tis  a  good  tough  love,  now  a 
days,  that  will  hold  out  a  couple  of  twelve- 
months. 

WinU    Away,  I  mean  not  so,  you  giddy  pate ! 
He  is  all  honour ;  and  as  Steady  in  his  course  as 
<3hrstm  !  yet  I  wonder,  sometimes,  he  can  bear  to 
look  upon  her. 

Wilf.  Eh?  why  so?  Did  he*  hot  bring  her, 
under  his  protection  to  the  Forest ;  since,  'tis 
said,  she  lost  her  relations  ? 

Wtnt.  Hush,  boy !  on  your  life  do  not  name 
her  uncle — I  would  say  her  relations. 

Wilf  Her  uncle?  wherefore?  Where's  the 
harm  in  having  an  uncle,  dead  or  alive  ? 

Wint.  Peace,  peace!  In  that  uncle  lies  the 
secret.  r 

Wilf  Indeed  !  how,  good  Adam  Winterton  ? 
1  prithee,  how  ? 

Wint,     Ah'  *timg  .a  hoavy  dayl  PoorSii'Ed' 
now  a  broken  spirit ; — but  if  ever  a  good 
Pihi  in  trunk  hass,  h<i  io  ana* 


!Wmt.  A 
varci  is  nov 
pitit  wolli- 


pi»t  wttlh'-d  the  earthj 
Wilf    Let  us  drink  Sir  Edward's  health. 
WinU   That  I  would,  tho'  'twere  a  mile  to  the 
bottom,    (drinks).    Ha,     'tis  cheering,    i'faith! 
AVoUj  in  trcthi  I  hiira  rpgnrd  far  tfr—|  boy;  fct 
ihy/afchsVo  boIj*. 

Wilf  Ohfgoed  oifl  and  this  uncle,  you  say-r- 

Wint. 
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WinL  Of  Madam  Helen ; — an!  there  lies  the 
mischief. 

Wilf.     What  mischief  can  be  in  him  ?  why,  he  * 

is  dead.  ^2 

WinL    Come  nearer  :— see  you  prate  not  now,^**/  ^ 
on  yeur  life.    Our  good  master,  Sir  Edward,  was 
arraign'd  on  his  account,  in  open  court. 

Wilf,    Arraign'd?  how  mean  you? 

WinL    Alas,  boy!    tried.  — Tried  for — 

nearer  yet — his  murder. 

Wilf.    Mu — mur — Murder!  (</r»/w  ik*<gUt**) 

WinL  Why,  what!  wh)P,  Wilford !  out, alas! 
the  boy's  passion  will  betray  all !  what,  Wilford, 
I  say! 

Wilf.    You  have  curdled  my  blood ! 

WinL  What,  varlet,  thou  darest  not  think  ill 
of  our  worthy  master  ? 

Wilf  I— I  am  his  secretary : — often  alone  with 
him,  at  dead  midnight,  in  his  library : — the  can- 
dles in  the  sockets — and  a  man  glaring  upon  me 
who  has  committed  mur — ugh !  -/-/£! 

WinL    Committed !    Thoi\  art  a,  base,  lying 

knave,  to  say  it:  andj  while  I  wow  a  rnpioty I'll 

— — fA4   Heaven  help  me  1  I    fopgefc  I  ana 

^JMMUMfc,    Wrll.  TrfU — hear  me,  pettish  boy, 

hear  me.    Why,  look  now,  thou  dost  not  attend. 

•      Wilf    I— I  mark;  I  mark. 

WinL    I  tell  thee,  then,  our  good  Sir  Edward 

was  beloved  in  Kent ;  where  he  had  return'd,  a 

year  before,  from  his  travels.     Madam  Helen's 

uncle  was  hated  by  all  the  neighbourhood,  rich 

.  and  poor : — a  mere  brute,  dost  mark  me. 

Wilf   Like  enough:  but,  when  brutes  walk 
F    upon  two  legs,  the  law  of  the  land,  thank  Heaven ! 
will  not  sufter  us  to  butcher  them. 

Wirt* 
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WM+  (^  to, you  fire-brand!  Our  good  mas- 
ter  labour'd  all  he  could,  for  many  a  month,  .to 
soothe  his  turbulence ;  but  in  vain.  ]fle  pick'd  a* 
quarrel  with  Sir  Edward,  in  the  pubuck  county 
assembly;  nay,  the  strong  ruffian^  struck  hini 
down,  and  trampled  on  him,  Think  on  that, 
Wilford !  on  our  good  master  Sir  Edward,  whose 
great  soul  was  nigh  to  burst  with  the  indignity. 

Wilf.    Well,  but  the  end  on't? 

Wint.  Why,  our  young  master  took  horse, 
for  his  own  house,  determined,  as  it  appeared,  to 
send  a  challenge  to  this  white-liver'd  giant,  in  the 
morning. 

Wilf.  I  see:  he  kilTd  him  in  a  duel.  *!«** 
|anothor  kind  of  butchoryi  which  tha  law  nllowa 
mo  humanity  riwriMiu  at  j  and  (*1jl  honour 


Wint.  See,  now,  how  you  fly  off!  Sir  Ed- 
ward's revenge,  boy,  was  baffled.  For  his  anta- 
gonist was  found  dead  in  the  street,  that  night : 
kill'd,  by  some  unknown  assassins,  on  his  return 
from  the  assembly. 
•   Wilf.*  Indeed!  unknown  assassins ! 

WinU  Nay, 'tis  plain,  our  good  Sir  Edward 
had  no  hand  in  the  wicked  act :  for  he  was  tried, 
as  I  told  you,  at  the  next  assize.  Moray  aa  me! 
**"rns  fl  rrmifjpfl  fiflttt ;  °nrl  hmr  g?nlh  nnd  nimrlfa 
thfBMr  up  their-  WpSj  at -Iiia  QoqwilluM  Heaven 
be  thank'd !  he  was  clear'd  beyond  a  shadow  of 
doubt. 

Wilf.  He  was  ? — I  breathe  again.  Twas  it 
"happy  thing :  'twas  the  only  way  left  of  cleansing 
him  from  a  foul  suspicion. 

Wint.     But  alas!  lad,  'tis  his  principal  grief. 

lit  io  fall  if  nJ88  faelinflj  aad high flaiim  hsbgutV: 

"n     •■':.:  ;  and 


,  . 


1    •<• 


29 


A  PLAY. 


mil  lln  lliuuglil uf  bi'iiii;  Uudjfop  oueh  ■ 

j*¥tn  liiinfrilj  liL-ai ltj  iiuuweh  WtiiytiMMaJ 
nlm  rhunn'H  tho  urnrlH  nrnr  sinr*.  He  was  once 
the  life  of  all  companv— but  now ! 
-A   y»      Sir  Ed.  (without)  Winterton  1 

'  Winu    Hark !   some  one  calls.    Out  on  thee  ! 

thou  hast  sunk  my 'spirits  .into  my  heels.     Who 


hwd-tli 

Li  hag 


calls  merry  old  Adam  Winterton  ?  -f-/[ 

Sir  kdward  (-jjithout)  Adam  Winterton!  come 
hither  to  me.  " 

Wint.  Nay,  by  our  Lady,  'tis  Sir  Edward  him- 
self ! — Pestilence  ont !  if  I'seem  sad  now,  'twill  be 
noted.  I  come,  good  Sir  Edward. 

<c  When  birds— (not  a  word  on  thy  life)        > 
do  carroll  on  the  bush," 
"  With  a  hey  no  nonny"— -Mercy  on  me !      ' 

CExiu  K. 
•  IVilf.  /tiff  mtmflk  pwtVdj  and  my  SToe^y* 
ftfloncol  ft  ym  ef  bi'myly  wmMaM  meijfccit  thai 
pna,  nor  \hnw  the  pthtic- This. accounts, then,  for 
all.  Poor,  unhappy  gentleman  I  This  unravels  all, 
from  the  first  day  of  my  service— when  a  deep 
groan  made  me  run  into  Ihe  library,  and  1  found 
him  locking  up  his  papers,  in  the  iron  chest,  as 
pale  as  ashes. — Eh  ? — What  can  be  in  that  chest!— 
Perhaps  some  proof  of- no,I  shudder  at  the  sug- 
gestion— 'TIS  not  possible  one  so  good  can  be 
guilty  of-—- Iknow  not  what  to  think ^-norwhat 
to  resolve.    But,  curiosity  is  roused,  and,  tome 


what  may,  I'll  have  an  eye  upon  him.         ( Exit 


'.£ 


')l:    \ 
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SCENE  IIL-^ A  Library.       r/T" 

Sir  Edward  Mortimer  discover'd  at  a  Writing  Ta- 
ble.   Adam  Winlerton  attending.  Jf .  . 

Mori,    'lis  his  first  trespass,  so  we'll  quit  him* 
,       ,  Adam  :— 
But  caution  him  how  he  offend  again. 
As  Keeper  of  the  Forest,  1  should  fine  him. 

Wint.    Nay  that  your  worship  should.    He'll 
prove  ere  long, 
— Mark  but  my  words— -a  sturdy  poacher.  Well, 
lis  you  know  best. 

Mart,    Well,  well,  no  matter,  Adam; — 
He  has  a  wife,  and  child. 

Wint.    Ah !  bless  your  honourf  , 

Mori.    They  kill'd  his  dog  ? 

Wint.    Aye,  marry,  sir : — a  lurcher. 
Black  Martin  Wincot,  the  Groom  Keeper,  shot  him; 
A  perilous  good  aim. — I  warrant  me, 
The  rogue  has  lived  this  year  upon  that  lurcher. 

Moru  ,  Poor  wretch  1 — Oh  1  well  bethought  I 
Send  Walter  to  me;—- 
I  would  employ  him  :  he  must  ride  for  me, 
On  business  of  much  import. 

Wint.    Lackadayl 
That  it  should  chance  so !  I  have  sent  him  forth, 
To  Winchester,  to  buy  me  flannel  hose ; 
For  winter**  coming  on.  Good  lack !  that  things 
Should  fall  sp  crossly !  , 

Mort   Nay,  nay,  do  not  fret:—     »    ;    ••    •     ' 
Tis  better  that  my  business  cool,  good  Adam, 
Than  thy  old  limbs. 

Wint.    Ah!  you  ve a  kindly  heart ! 

Mort.    Is  Wilford  waiting  ? 

mnu 
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Wint.    Wilford  !  mercy  on  mel 
I  tremble  now  to  hear  his  name,  (aside)  He  is  ;— 
Here  in  the  hall,  sir.    - 

Mort.     Send  him  in,  I  prithee. 

Wint.    I  shall,  sir.    Heaven  bless  you!  Heaven    *- 

bless  you!  {Exit .71  _ rJ , 

J*^  -  Mort.  Good  mornings  good  old  heart'! This"--  — — 

<^  honest  soul  w 

Would  fain  look  cheery  in  my  house's  gloom  \    %■<£.■/ +  f       $ 
And,  like  a  gay  and  sturdy  ever-green,  C0*7Z£fk/err(*>A> 

Smiles,  in  the  midst  of  blast,  and  desolation,  / 

"Where  all  around  him  withers. — Well,  well,— 

wither!  . 
Perish  this  frail  and  fickle  frame! — this  clay, 
That,  in  it's  dross-like  compound,  doth  contain 
The  mind's  pure  ore  and  essence. — Oh !  that  mind! 
That  mind  of  man!  that  godlike  spring  of  action! 
That  source,  whence  Learning,  Virtue,  Honour, 

flow!— 
Which  lifts  us  to  the  stars ;  which  carries  us 
O'er  the  swol'n  waters  of  the  angry  deep, 
As  swallows  skim  the  air!-— That  Fame's  sole  foun* 

tain ! 
That  doth  transmit  a  fair,  and  spotless  name, 
When  the  vile  trunk  is  rotten : — Give  me  that! 
Oh  !  give  me  but  to  live,  in  after-age, 
RememberM  and  unsullied ! — Heaven  and  earth! 
Let  my  pure  flame  of  Honour  shine  in  story, 
When  I  am  cold  in  death — and  the  slow  fire, 
That  wears  my  vitals  now,  will  no  more  move  me    - 
Than  'twould  a  corpse  within  a  monument. 
^-  -jt  ^-^-  [A  knock  at  the  door  of  the  libraru.) 
— ■  How  now  *  Who's  there  ?  Come  in.       • 

j$    Enter  Wilford. 
Wilford!  isfyou ?  you  were  not  wont  to  khock. 
Wilf.    1  fear'd  I  might  surprise  you,  sir. 

r       •«     I •■•   Mori. 
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Mort.    Surprise  me ! 

Wtlf.    I  mean— disturb  you,  sir  :-ryes— at  your 
studies — 
Disturb  you  at  your  studies. 
.    Mort.    Very  strange! 
You  were  not  used  to  be  so  cautious. 

Wilf.    No— 
I  never  used — butl — hum — I  have  learnt 

Mort.    Learnti 

Wiif.    Better  manners,  sir.    I  was  quite  raw, 
"When,  in  your  bounty,  you  first  shelter'd  me : 
.But,  thanks  to  your  great  goodness,  and  the  lessons 
Of  Mr.  Winterton,  I  still  improve, 
And  pick  up  something  daily. 

Mort;    Aye,  indeed  ! — — 
.Winterton!-— No  he  dare  not.(tfM&) — Harkyou,sir! 

[stefifiwj^  uh  to  him) 

Wiif.    Sir!  ^~ 

Mort.    {retreating  from  him).  What  am  I  about  ? 
-—On,  Honour!  Honour ! 
Thy  pile  should  be  so  uniform,  displace        i 
One  atom  of  thee,  and  the  slightest  breath 
Of  a  rude  peasant  makes  thy  owner  tremble 
For  his  whole  building. — — Reach  me,  fr oajlje. 

-shelt 
The  volume  I  was  busied  in,  last  night. 

Wiif.    Last  night, sir? 

Mort.    Aye ;— it  treats  of  Alexander.      r 

Wiif.    Oh,  I  remember,  sir ;— of  Macedon. 
I  made  some,  extracts,  by  your  order,    {gsntojh 
Book-Case.)  &:~4-  ^-^  f~f     /  - 

Mort.    Book!         ~     J0:    <      *X* 

gfy  only  commerce  now^wil^some  times,  rouse  me 
eyond  my  nature.  I  have  been  so  warmed, 
So  heated  by  a  well  tum'd  rhapsody, 
That  I  have  seem'd  the  Hero  ot  the  tale. 
So  glowingly  described.   Draw  me  a  man 

Struggling 
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Struggling  for  Fame,  attaining,  keeping  it, 
Dead  ages  since,  and  the  Historian  . 

Decking  bis  memory,  in  polish'd  phrase, 
•  And  I  can  follow  him  through  every  turn, 
.Grow  wild  in  his  exploits,  myself  himself, 
Until  the  thick  pulsation  of  my  heart 
Wakes  me, — to  ponder  on  the  thing  I  am! 
r>rW  devh  £•  Wilfs    irivinz  him  the  book) 

To  my  poor  thinking,  sir,  this  Alexander 
Would  scarcely  rouse  a  man  to  follow  him. 

Mort,     Indeed !  why  so  lad  ?    He  is  reckoned 
brave, 
Wise,  generous,  learn/d,  by  older   heads  than 
thine. 
Wilf.     I  cannot  tell,  sir :— -I  have  but  a  glean- 
ing.— 
He  conquer'd  all  the  world; — but  left  uncon- 

quer'd 
A. world  of  his  own  passions;— and  they  led  him* 
(It  seems  so  there)  on  petty  provocation. 
Even  to  njurder.    [Mortimer  starts — IVilfard  and     p\ 
he  exchange  looks — both  confused)  hft 

I  have  touch'd  the  string ;  O 

'Twas  unawares— I  cannot  help  it.  (SfHO  wmmmmm 

Mort.  (attemfitins  to  recover  himself. )  Wiltord—*' 

Wiiford  I you  mistake  the  character — -;- 

I— mark  vou — he — death  and  eternal  tortures ! 
(dashes  t tie  book  on  the  floor*  and  seizes    Wilford* 
Slave !  I  will  crush  thee !   pulverise   thy  frame, 
That  no  vile  particle  of  prying  nature 
May — — Ha,  ha,  ha ! — 1  will  not  harm  thcef 

boyr— 
O,  agony!  fExiuft  p 

ft  iff.     Is  this  the  high-flown  honour,  and  de- 
licate feeling,  old  Wintertorrtalk'd  of,  that  can*  . 
not  bear  a  glance  at  the  trial  ? — Delicate  I  had  I 
.f*    .  C  been 
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:  "  ■.  -..'  ..  i  .  '  ,••  ..;'.  .  j  ;  i'rt  ■ 
been  born  under  a  throttling  planet,  I  had  never 
survived  this  collaring.  This  may  be  guilt.  If 
so  m  -well,  what  have  I  to  do  with  the,  knowledge 
on't  ?— what  could  I  clo  ?  cut  .off  my  benefactor  ! 
who  gives  me  bread !  who  is.  respected  for  his  vir- 
tues,: pitied  for  his  misfortunes,  loved  by  hfa  fa- 
mily, bless'd  by  the  popr  J— Pooh !  he  is  innocent. 
This  is  his  pride  and  shame.  He  was  acquitted,; — 
thousands,  witnessed  it; — thousands  rejoiced  at  it; 

«  —-thousands — qh?  the  key  left  in  the  irin  chest ! 
Circumstance  and  mystery  tempt  me  at  every 
turn.  Ought  I?— no  matt.tr.  These  are  no  com- 
mon incitements,  and  I  submit  to  the  impulse.   4 

.  ■hoaul  him  otride  down  the  Bfcaiwn  It  opens  with  a 
spring  I  see.  I  tremble  in  every  joint!  Czoes  to  the_ 
chest*         ''4    ...  , 

'Tf.'Z?'*  Enter  Sir  Edward  Mortimer. 

M orU  I  had   forgot  the  key,  and — — ha !  by 
hell! 
{Sees  AVilford;  snatches  a  pistol  from  the  table*  runs 
u/i  to  him,  and  holds  it  to  his  head.     Wilford  on 
his  knees,  clafis  down  the  lid  of  the  trunk  which  he 
has  just  cfien'd*    '  After  an  afifiavent  struz^le  of 
mind*  Mortimer  t/ireuv  the  fnslol  from  him, 
Alort.     Begone  ! -7^-Come  back ! — Come  hi- 
ther to  me! 
JMark  me ;-— I  see  thou  dost  at  every  turn — 
And  1  have  noted  thee  too.     Thou  hast  found 
(I  know  not  how)  some  clue  to  my  disgrace: — 
Aye, my  disgrace  ;  we  must  not  mince  it  now: 
Publick  dishonour! — trod  on ! — buffeted ! 
.  Then  tried,  as  the  foul  demon  who  had  foil'd 
!  My  manly  means  of  vengeance.     Anguish  gnaws 
me; 
Mountains  of  shame  are  piled  upon  me ! — Me, 

Who 


/c-fiCi    .-i  t/  fetJttr  «**/&  <■ 
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"Who  have  made  Fame  my  idol.    Twas  enough  -y 
But  something  must  be  super-added :  You,— 
A  worm,  a  viper  I  have  warm'd,  must  plant, 
In  venom 'd  sport,  your  sting  into  my  wounds, 
Too  tender  e'en  for  tenderness  to  touch, 
And  work  me  into  madness.      Thou  wouldst 

question 
My  very      (slave  \-4 — my  very  innocence ; 
Ne'er  doubted  yet,  By  judges,  nor  arraigners. 
"Vf retch!  you   have  wrung  this  from  me;    be 

content:  .  /. 

I  am  sunk  low  enough,  ffi*//'/'    '%Lj£52#i?  ££* 

Wilf.  (returning  vie  KevTQh^ir]  lever 
Honour'd  and  loved  you;    but  I  merit  all.  s  , 

My  passions  hurried  me  I  know  not  whither.  —  JzS!.  J^_t 
Do  wilh  me  as  you  please,  my  kind,  wronged 

.  master  1 
Discard  me — thrust  me  forth — nay,  kill  me ! 

Mori.     Kill  you! 

Wilf.    I  know  not  what  I  say. — I  know  but  tjiii; 
That  I  would  die  to  serve  you. 

Serv.    Sir,  your  brother  * 
Is  just  alighted  at  the  gate. ! 

Mori.     My  brother !     yifL  . 
He  Could  not  time  it  worse:  ^Wilford,  remember! 
Come,  shew  me  to  him.  (Exit,  with  servant,  /f^  j£ 

-  Wilf.    Remember!  I  shall  never  while  I  live*-"^     " 
forget  it:  nay, I  shall  never,  while  Hive,  forgive 
myself.     My  knees  knock/ together  still ;  and  the 
cold  drops  stand  on  my  forehead,  like  rain-water 
on  a  pent-house.  '.,.      ' 

(jp    •  -Jr~Enter  Barbara.,, 

Barbara.    Wilford! 

c 2       '     xWitf    u:: 
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Wilf    Eh?  Barbara!  How  earnest  thou  here? 

Barb.  With  my  father,  who  waits  below,  to 
see  Sir  Edward. 

Wilf.    He —he  is  busied;  he  cannot  see 

•him  now ;  he  is  with  his  brother. 

Barb.  Troth,  lam  sorry  for  it.  My  poor  fa- 
ther's heart  is  bursting  with  gratitude,  and  he 
would  fain  ease  it,  by  pouring  out  his  thanks  to 
his  benefactor.  Oh,  Wilford,  your's  is  a  happy 
lot,  to  have  such  a  master  as  Sir  Edward ! 

Wilf.    Happy  ?  Oh  !  yes— I — 1  am  very  happy. 

Barb.     Mercy !  has  any  ill  befallen  you  ? 

'  Wilf     No ;    nothing;    'tis  ,  all  ■  my* " 

CAIy  hippinoflo  iq  lilrn  yrwr  fuhnr'r  gratitudoj 
tiara  >  aad,  at  iimcsi  it  guu  nuirtfrf  hoke  me. 

Barb.  Nay,  yaa  suro  ilmi'j  inuie  hi  ihijt  Bluu 
W*i  y#n  look  f  ale  !  I  couldn't  bear  to  see  you 
ill,  or  uneasy,  "Wilford. 

Wif     Could'nt  you,  Barbara  ?  Well,  well,  I 
shall  be  better  presently.    T^is  nothing  of  import. 
'  Barb.    Trust  me,  I  hope  not. 

Wilf    Well,  question  me  no  more  on*t  now, 
I  beseech  you,  Barbara. 

Barb.    Believe  me,  I  would  not  question  you 

but  to  console  you,  Wilford.     1  would  scorn  to 

pry  into  any  one's  grief;  much  more  your's;  Wil- 

.    ford,  to  satisfy  a  busy  curiosity.    Though,  I  am 

told,  there  are  such  in  the  world  who  would. 

Wilf     I- 1  am  afra  d  there  are,  Barbara, 

But  come,  no  more  of  this.     *Tis  a  pacing  cloud 
on  my  spirits,  and  will  soon  blow  over. 

Barb.    Ah !  could  I  govern  your  fortunes,  foul 
weather  should  ne'er  harm  you. 

Wilf     Should  not  it,  sweet !  Kiss  me.  (Kisses 
'  AgJ  The  lips  of  a  woman  are  a  sovereign  cor- 
cial  for  melancholy. 

DEUT. 
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DUET. 
Wilford  and  Barbara. 

IVtlf.     Sweet  little  Barbara,  when  yotiare  advancing, 
Sweet  little  Barbara,  my  cares' you  remove  ; 

Bail.    Poor  little  Barbara  can  feel  her  heart  dancing, 
'  When  little  Barbara  is  met  by  her  love. 

IVllf.    When  I  am  grieved,  love  !  oh,  what  would  you  My  t 

Barb*  Tattle  to  you,  love, 

And  prattle  to  you,  love, 
And  laugh  your  grief  and  care  away. 

Wtlf.  Sweet  little  Barbara,  fee. 

Barb.  Poor  little  Barbara/ &c, 

Wtlf.  Yet,  dearest  Barbara,  look  all  through  the  nation. 
Care,  soon  or  late,  my  love,  is  every  man's  lot. 

Barb.    Sorrow  and  melancholy,  grief  and  vexation. 
When  we  are  young  and  jolly,  soon  is  forgot. 

Wilf.   When  we  grow  old,  love !  then  what  will  you  say  ? 

Barb,  Tattle  to  you,  lore. 

And  prattle  to  you,  love. 
And  laugh  your  grief  ami  care  away. 

Wilf.  Sweet  little  Barbara,  &e. 

Barb,  Poor  little  Barbara,  &c. 


INfl   OP   THE   FIRST  ACT. 
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ACT    II, 

SCENE  L—TAfiVrti f  Fbtto,  J***4:/*- 
Enter  Ar mstro ng,  and  Orson,  7f.  ft*  c. 


1l~  Arm.    GO  to ; — I  tell  thee,  Orson,  (as  I  have  tol4 
•         thee  more  than  once)  thou  art  too  sanguinary. 
J^—  On.   And?  I  teflybu,  Captain  Annstrdng,— but 
~"~*  always  under  fay  our,  you  being  our  leader, — you 
are  too  humane. 

Arm.  Humanity  is  scarcely  counted  a  fault :  if 
so,  'tis  a  fault  on  the  right  side. 

On.  Umph !  perhaps  not  with  lis : — we  are 
robbers. 

Arm.  And  why  should  robbers  lack  humani- 
ty ?  They  who  plunder  most  respect  it  as  a  virtue, 
and  make  a  shew  on't,  to  gfeild  their  vices.    Law- 

vers,  Physicians,  Placemen,  all all  plunder 

and  slay,  but  all  pretend  to  humanity. 

On.  They  are  Regulars,  and  plunder  by  licence. 
Arm.    Then  let  us  Quacks  set  the  Regulars  a 
better  example. 

Ors.  This  humanity,  Captain,  is  a  high  horse 
you  are  ever  bestride  upon.  Some  day,  mark 
my  word,  he'll  fling  you. 

Arm. 
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Arm.  Cruelty  is  a  more  dangerous  beast: — 
when  the  rider  is  thrown,  his  brains  are  kicked 
out,  and  no  one  pities  hint.      rj 

Ors. :  Like  enough  j — but  your  tough  horse* 
man,  who'  ventures  boldly,  is  never  dismounted. 
When  I  am  engaged  in  a  desperate  chase,  (as  we 
are  Captain,)  I  stick  at  nothing.  I  hate  milk 
sops.  •   •  ••    ■  *■       •   ' 

Arm.  And  love  mutiny.    Take  heed,  Orson  ;  « 
I  have  before  caution' d  you  not  to  glance  at  me. 

Ors.  I  say  nothing:  but  if  some  escape  toin- 
form  against  us,  whom  we  have  robb'd/tisnone 
of  my  fault.    Dead  men  tell  no  tales. 

Arm.  Wretch!  Speak  that  again,  and  you 
shall  tell  none.  (holds  a  carbine  to  his  head, ) 

Ors.  Flash  away ! —  I  don't  fear  death. 

Arm.  More  shame  for  thee ;  for  thou  art  unfit 
to  meet  it.  •  T  ■ 

Qrt.  I  know  my  trade.  I  set  powder,  ball, 
and  rope,  at  defiance. 

Arm.   Brute!  you  mistake   headstrong  insen-  * 
sibility  for  courage.  Do  not  mistake  my  horror  of 
it  f<»r  cowardice:  for  I,  who  shudder  at  cruelty, 
will  fell  your  boldness  to  the  earth,  when  1  see  you ' 
practice  it.  '  Submit. 

Ors.  I  do.  4  know  not  what  Uioi  but  Ifravt 
uld  juu,  uftui^  there  is  somethingairtrtit  yo^ 
wes  me.  I  cannot  tell  ;^-I  'coulaycftT twenty  t< 

our  one.  '     r       \^^^      "'  '      * 

Ami.  There  'tis  ;-^*fnou  wouldst  dart  upor 
veak,  unguarded^nan,  like  ft  tiger.-  A  ferdciouj 
inimal,  ^A^pwllncr  nr  etect»  e*er  shrink; 

tain. 

Arm. 
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Arm.  Your  nerves,  fool.    Thou  art  a  mere 
machine.    Could  I  but  give  it  motion,  I  would  t 
take  an  oak  from  the  forest,  here,  clap  a  flint  into 
it  for  heart,  and  make  as  bold  a  fellow  as  thou  art. 
Listen  to  my  orders. 

Ors.   I  obey.  '•  ' 

Arm.  Get  thee  to  our  den/^put^on  thy  dis- 
guise;— then  hie  thee  to  the  market  town  for  pro- 
vision, for  our  company.     Here here  is.  part 

of  the  spoil  we  took  yester-night :  see  you  bring 
an  honest  account  of  what  you  lay  out.  fz'winz 
money.) 

Ors.  My  honour ! 

Arm    Well,  I  do  not  doubt  thee,  here.     Our- 
profession  is  singular;  it's  followers  do  not  cheat 
one  another.  You  will  not  be  backfill  dusk;  see 
you  fall  not  on  any  poor  straggling  peasant,  as 
you  return. 

Ors.  1  would  fain  encounter  the  solitary  man, 
who  is  sometimes  wandering  by  night  about  the 
forest ; — he  is  rich. 

Arm.  Kot  for  your  life: — 'tis  Sir  Edward, 
Mortimer,  the  head  Keeper.  Touch  him  not; 
'tis  too  near  home  ; — besides,  he  is  no  object  for 
plunder.  I  have  watch' d  him,  at  midnight,  steal- 
ing from  his  lodge,  to  wander  like  one  crazed. 
He  is  good,  too,  to  the  poor;  and  should  walk 
unmolested  by  Charity's  charter.  'Twere  pity  that 
he  who  administers  to  necessity,  all  day,  should  be 
rifled  by  necessity,  at  night.  An  thou  shouldst 
meet  him,  I  charge  thee  spare  him. 

Ors.  I  must,  it  it  be  your  order.  This  sparing 
doctrine  will  go  nigh,  at  last,  to  starve  all  the 
thieves.  When  a  man  takes  to  the  trade  of  a  wolf, 
he  should  not  go  like  a  lamb  to  his  business.  (Exit^ft 

Arm. 
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X£  ?  trample  on  me  :-it  has  driven  me  to 

arvl     h     ?frate,y'.which  anting  I  should) 
Death     my  sp.rit  cannot  brook  to  see  ! ' 
^e  walk  negligently,  by  his  fellow  in  mi 
-  gutter  him  to  rot.     I  will  wrencruh; 
comfort  from  him  which  he  will  not  bestow '-SLf 
nature  putsV   bardlet  him  administer  to 
wants,  and  pa^s  on :— I  have  done  with  him. 

SONG. 

Armstrong.  , 

When  the  Robber  his  vic\m  has  noted, 

When  the  Free-boot<>  dans  on  his  pre*. 

I*t  Humanity  spare  the  devoted  ;  7 

Let  Mercy  forbid  him  lo  slay. 

Since  my  hope  is  ty  penury  blighted. 
My  sword  mu«  the  traveller  .Vam^ 

I  will  snatch  from  .he  rich  man,  be\hfd, 
j/      1  he  gold  he  demea  to  my  wanl\ 

But  the  vielim  when,  once,  I  hare  rrd 

t     £l  my  ,not  whcn  l  ]ook  ••  n|y 

l^et  Humanity  spare  the  devoted; 
LUl  Mlillj  hiiUlU  IUU  lo  slay.' 


SCENE  II.    IV  Hall  in  Sir  F.m,.„  »\nT[ 
mer's  Lodze.     /^5    "" 

JL,    2£/lfcr  FlTZHARDING. 

fi/z.  Well;  business  must  be  minded :— but  he 
stays 

A  tedious  time,  methinks.— You*  fellow1 
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Fttz.  Where  is  Sir  Tristful  ?  Where's  Don  Me- 
lancholy ? 
Serp.  Who,  sir? 

Fitz.  My  brother,  knave ;  Sir  Edward  Mor- 
timer. 
Serv.     He  was  with  you,  but  now,  sir. 
Fitz.  Sir,  I  thank  you  j — 
That's  information.     Louts  and  serving-men, 
Can  never  parley  straight.  J  met  a  fellowf 


Here,  6ri  my  way  across  iheiheath, — a  Hind,— 
And  ask'd  how  far  to  Lymington :  I  look'd 
The  answer  would  have  bolted  from  his  chops, 
Bounce,  like  a  pellet  from  a  popgun. — No: — 
J  He  stared,  and  scratched  h  is  empty  head.and  cricc  , 


jM  Where  da  imu  como  from  V*-= Who  brought 

in  my  luggage? 
Serv.     It  was  not  I,  sir. 
Fitz.  There ! — they  never  can ! 
Go  to  your  master;  pray  him  to  despatch 
His  household  work: — tell  him  I  hate  fat  folios. , 
Plague!  when  I  cross  the  country,  here,  to  see 

him, 
He  leaves  me,  ramm'd  into  an  elbow  chair, 
With  a  huge  heavy  book,  that  makes  me  nod, 
Then  tumbles  on  my  toes.  -  Tellhim,  do'st  hear, 
Captain  Fitzharding's  company  has  tired  me. 
Serv.  Who's  company?— 
Fitz.  My  own,  knave.  , 

Serv.  Sir,  I  shall.  (Exit,  /flj, 

Fitz.  A  book  to  me's  a  sovereign  narcotick; 
A  lump  of  opium ;  every  line  a  dose. 
Edward  is  all  deep  reading,;and  black  letlfef*;'*'.  I 
tic  shews  it  in  his  very  chin  :     he  speaks 
Mere  dictionary ;  and  he  pores  on  pages 
That  give  plain  men  the  head-ache.    "  Scarce, 
and  curious/1  ■         ■' 

Are 
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W  baits  hm  temftng  ntbtrtei  m  patt  ui  ahi 

Is  cramm'd  with   mouldy   volumes.  cramp1  andfr 


E 


useless,  Y 

T.ilcp  a  librarian's  IrmhfT  BttQBM — Poor  fellow  ! 


Grief  will  do  much ! — well !  some  it  drives  to 

reading, 
And  some  to  drinking : — \will  Qu  Hindi!" 
trial  -A 


A  fool  to  fret  sofor't!  his  honour's  clean 
Tut !  Fm  a  soldier — know  what  honour  is. 
Had  I  been  slander'd,  and  a  fair  Court-martial 
Cleansed  me  from  calumny,  as  white  as  snow, 
I  had  ne'er  moped,  and  fnrnpd.  and  wim-fd.  am 

kickM,  r 

lfiirt  enfr  rlmirn  .JiffirUnrhQlftl    Plague  upon't  I  this 

house 
Appears  the  very  cave  of  melancholy! 
Nay,  hold,  I  lie; — here  come* a  petticoat. 

"ft- Enter  Blanch. 
Od !  a  rare  wTnch  !  This  is  the  best  edition 
In  Edward's  whole  collection.  Here,  come  hither! 
Let  me  peruse  you. 

Blanch.  Would  you  speak  to  me,  sir  ? 
Ftlz.  Aye,  child.    I'm.  going  now  to  read.you, 
Blanch.  Read  me ! 
You'll  find  me  full  of  errors,  sir. 

Fitz.  No  matter. 
Come  nearer,  child :  I  cannot  see  to  read 
At  such  a  distance. 

Blanch.  You  had  better,  sir, 
Put  on  your  spectacles. 

Fitz.  Aye^  there  she  has  me! 
A  plague  upon  old  lime !  old  Scythe  and  Hour* 

glass 
Has  set  his  mark  upon  me.    Hark  ye,  child ! 
You  do  not  know  me.    You  and  I  must  have 
Better  acquaintance. 

Blanch. 
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Blanch.  O,  I've  heard  of  you. * 
You  are  Sir  Edward's  kinsman,  sir ;  his  brother. 

fit*.  Aye— his  half  brother— by  the  mother's 
side—         '  •     • 
His  elder  brother. 

Blanch.  Yes,  sir,  I  see  that. 

Fitz.  This  gipsy's   tongue  is  like  her  eye:  I 
know  not 
Which  is  the  sharpest.     Tell  me  what's  your 
name. 

Blanch.  My  name  is  Blanch,'  s.;r  %  born,  here, 
in  the  forest. 

Fitz.  Sbud !  I  must  be  a  Keeper  in  this  forest. 
"Whither  art  going,  swCet  One  ? 

Blanch.  Home,  sir. 

Fitz.  Home! 
Why  is  not  this  thy  home? 

Blanch.  No,  sir ;  I  live   ,y 
Some  half  mile  hence  ;  with  madam  Helen,  sir. 
1  brought  a  letter  from  her,  to  Sir  Edward. 

Fitz.  Odso,  with  Helen ! — so — with  her ! — the 
object 
Of  my  grave  brother's  groaning  passion.  Plague  f 
I  would  'twere  in  the  house;  1  do  not  like 
Your  pastoral,  rheumatick  assignations. 
Under  an  elm,  by  moonlight.    This  will  end 
In  flannels  and  sciatica.    My  passion 
Is  not  Arcadian.    Tell  me,  pretty  one, 
Shall  I  walk  with  you,  home  ? 

Blanch.  No,  sir,  I  thank  you  ; 
It  would  fatigue  you,  sadly. 

Fitz.  Fatigue  me! 
Oons!  this  wild  forest  filly,  here,  would  make  me 
Grandfather  to  Methusaleh.    Look  here  j 
Here  is  a  purse  of  money. 

Blanch. 
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Blanch,  O,  the  father ! 
What,  will  yon  give  me  any  ?    . 

Fitz.  Gold  I  find 
The  universal  key ;    the  fiasse  fiar  tozt.  ^ 
It  will  unlock  a  forest  maiden's  heart, 
As  easy  as  a  politician's.     Here"; 
Here  are  tuo.pieces,  ro3C-bu4j,  buy  a  top- knot; 
Make  thyself  happy  with  them. 

Blanch.  That  I  will.  ~A/. 
The  poor  old  woman,  northward  of  the  lodge, 
Lies  sick  in  bed.     Til  take  her  this,  poor  soul, 
To  comfort  her. 

Fitz.  Hold!— hey  the  devil!— hold. 
This  was  not  meant  to  comfort  an  old  woman, 
Blanch.  Why,  would'nt  you  relieve  her,  sir  f 

fitz.  Um? yes: — 

But — p>>haw  !  pooh,  prithee — there's  a  time  for 

ail  things. 
Why  tell  me  of  her  now, — of  an  old  fool, — 
Of  comforting  the  aged,  now? 

Blanch.  I  thou-ht 
That  you  might  have  a  fellow  feeling,  sir. 

Fitz.  This  little  rural  devil's  laughing  at  me! 
Cons  !  come  and  kiss  me,  jade.  I  am  a  Soldier, 
And  Justice  of  the  Peace. 

Blanch*     lien,  shame  upon  you  ! 
Your  double  calling  might  have  taught  you  better, 
I  see  your  drift,  now.    Take  your  dirt  again, 

(throws  down  the  tnoncv.)       1/ • 
Good  Captain  Justice !— stoop  for  it ; — and  think 
How  an  ( Id  Soldier,  and  a  Justice  looks, 
When  he  is  picking  up  the  bribes  he  offers, 
To  injure  those  he  should  protect  |     \\\*  halplann, 
Tha  pfaor,  and  innnrpnfc  (Exit.  Z\ 

Fttz.  1  warrant  me, 
Could  1  but  see  my  face,  now,  in  a  glass, 

That 
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That  I  look  wond'rous  sheepish.    I  'm  ashamed 
To  pick  up  the  two  pieces ;— let  them  lie*— - 
1  would  not  wrongthe  innocent; — good  reason; 
There  be  so  few  that  are  so : — she  is  honest ; 
J  must  make  reparation.    Odso  1    Vi'ilford  1 

X-—   Enter  Wilfohd. 

How  fares  it,    boy  ? 

Wilf.  I  thank  you,  sir.    I  hope  you  have  en* 
joy  d 
Your  health,  these  three  months  past,  since  last 

you  honour'd  us 
"With  your  good  presence,  at  the  lodge. 

Fitz.  Indifferent. 
Some  cramps  and  shooting  pains,  boy.    I  have 

dropt  A.  f9*AS£ 
■Bow  each  here,  but  I  am  afraid  to  bend, 
To  pick  it  up  again,  lest  it  should  give  me 
An  awkward  twinge.  Stoop  for  it,  honest  Wilfbrd, 
There's  a  good  lad  i  -/-*^> 

Wi/f.  Right  willingly,  sir. j^Picks  up.  the  money* ) 

Fitz.  So!  * 

The  Soldier  and  the  Justice  save  their  blushes.— 
Now,  carry  it,  I  prithee,  at  your  leisure, 
To  an  old  gossip,  near  the  lodge  here, — north- 
ward : — 
I've  heard  of  her— she's  bed-ridden,  and  sick. 
You  need  not  say  who  sent  you. 

Wilf.    I  conceive, 
lis  private  bounty ;  that's  true  charity. 

Fitz.  Nay,  pish  ! — my  charity !    ■ 

Wilf.   Nay,  1  could  swear 
*1  is  not  the  first  time  you  have  offer'd  this 
In  secret. 

Fitz.  Um  ! — why  no  ! — not  quite  the  first. 
But  tell  me,  lad,  how  jogs  the  world  here,  eh? 

In 
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In  Rueful  Castle?     fflMrtysomc  lln  il  iiiuiil1isbjLLK,| 
'We  l  WO  Were  cronies.    What,  hast  thou  forgot? 


Thou  wert  my  favourite  here, Irian. 

Wjlf.  Sir,  you  honoured  me 
By  saying  so. 

Fitz.  Tut!  honour'd! — tut — a  fig! 
Thou  art  grown  starch,  and  sad.  This  air  is  catch- 

infoctod* 


«Thou  art  inioctodl    Harkye,  Wilford,  harkye! 
Thou'rt  a  sly  rogue  !   What  you  could  never  tell 
me 
,  Of  Helen's  waiting  maid;  the  little  cherry ;-— 

Of plague  upon  her  name!— of . 

Wilf.  Blanch,  sir? 
Fitz.    Blanch : 
That's  she; — the  forest  fairy.^-You  and  I 
Must  have  some  talk  about  her. 
Wt'(fi  Hareiyou  coon  hop  ? 


Fitz.  Just  now :  just  gone,   Q&  M  haM  Umw 
der/d  horribly  1 


horjab 
irj  laa 


Win  must  Wmirfhfi come  hither. 


♦  .  (They  retire  to  the  lack  of  the  scene.) 

tfi  ..  fc-~  Enter  Sir.  Edward  Mortimer. 

Mort.  Now  for  my  brother,  and*-Ha  I — Wil- 
ford with  him ! 
That  imp  is  made  my  scourge.  They  whispar  too  1 
Oh  I II  had  rathor  qourbtho  thundnf  bull;        «     \ 
o  melt  my  boncs^rtopound  me  to  a  mass,         V 
linn  infTri1  lliii  Tilr  rnirtrrr  tnrnrrhrlfl  mrn  * 

*  Wilford!  ecei+.ejc 

Wilf.  Who  calls  ?-~-eh!— 'tis  Sir  Edward.    \ $7£  /V/,£ 
Fitz.  Main!  t      ,         L      nsr  . 

r  Mort.  I  seem  to  interrupt  you.  ' 
Wilf*  (earnestly.)  No,  indeed.  / 

No, 
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No,  on  my  life,  sir : — we  were  only  talking 

Of 

Btz.    Hold   your  tongue.    Oons !    boy, 


you 


must  not  tclL 
Mert.  Not ! 

Fitz.  Not!  no,  to  be  sure: — why,  'tis  a  se- 
cret. 
Wilf.  You  shall  know  all,  sir. — Twas  a  trifle; 
nothing; 
In  faith,  you  .shall  know  all. 

Fitz.  In  faith,  you  lie. 
Be  satisfied  good  Edward :  'tis  a  toy :  7*-^.     - 
But,  of  all  men,  I  would  not  have  thee  know  on't  | 
It  is  a  tender  subject. 
Mort.  Aye, indeed! 

Fitz,.    May  not    I    have  my  secret?    Oons! 
good  brother, 
What  would  you  say,  now,  should  a  meddling 

knave 
Busy  his  brains  with  matters,  though  but  trivial, 
Which  concern  you  alone  ? 
Mort*  I'd  have  him  rot : 
]  He  piecemeal ;  pine ;  moulder  in  misery. 
«Agcnt|  and  oac^ifiee  tollcatm'j  wiaih, 


When  castigating  plagues  are  hurl'd  onmaiL 
Stands  lean,  and  lynx-eyed  Curiosity,  v? 
Watching  his  neighbour's  soul;---sleepless  himself,, 
To  banish  sleep  from  others^/  Like  a  JJeeiLh   \      ' 
SUCkiim  iliu  Uluudidiuus  ftom  a  car 


g  iliu  uiUUUlUiups.liOm  a  careworn  heart] 
He  gorges  on't,— Ihen  renders  up  his  pod, 
To  nAuri^h  Calumny,  his  fdul-lung'd  mate, 
Wlmcame^Ru  moat's  trumpet;  and  whose  breatl 
Infecting  the  wide  fur  face  of  tfr<»  BitthE 
^trii  ps  pp*.ti1pnrp  -arirl  hlighV  O,  fie,  on't !   : 


Whip  me  the  curious  wretch  from  pole  to  pole! 

\Vha 


I 


\ 


.'  ■'.< 


f 
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Who  writhes  in  fire,  and  scorches  all  around  him, 
A  victim,  making  victims  !  % ;■.'.    •■   T 

J '  BSE  By  tfinrrass*, H — ,  "',;_.  ]\rt\ ». 

rTwere  a  sound  whipping  that,  from  pole  to  pole ! 
IFrom  constable  to  constable  might  serve. 


Mort.   Your  pardon  brother ; 


I  had  forgot     Wilfbrd,  I  Ve  business  for  you.  -J*/r,t>i//-'  . 
Wait  for  me— aye— an  hour  after  dinner,        ;■:  -    ' 
Wait  for  me  in  the  library, 

Wilf  The  library!      '  Is 

I  sicken  at  the  sound,  (aside,  j Wait  there  fori 
you— and—     ,  "  "  lli   '        J  \ 

Captain  Fitzharding,  sir  f    ,  ^J 

Mort.  For  me,  alone.  ..;...  *   • 

Wilf.  Alone,  sir! 
*    Mort.   Yes  ^begone.      j^Jr  ■  \  \ 

Wilf.  Ishall,sir;^DUt;  1-2. 
If  I  have  ever  breath 'd  a  syllable 
That  might  displease  you  may— [ar/ck/a  Mortimer] 
Mort.  Fool!  breathe  no  more. 
Wilf.  I'm  dumb, 
fd  rather  step  into  a  Lion's  den         *  s         '     fj^jm       / 
Than  meet  him  in  the  library ! — I  go,  sir.  \j£xit*/t±  fit 
V^    Fitz.  Brother,  you  are  too  harsh  With  that  poor'""*  "*"**' 
^-"  boy.   ''•'  »      . 

Mort.  Brother,  a  man  must  rule  his  family 
In  his  own  way. 
'*/}     Fitz.  WeU,well;welli--:don't  be  touchy.    >k 


»  i  * 


I  speak  not  to  offend :  t  only  speak 
On  a  friend's  privilege.  The  Poof  art;  men, 
And  have  their  feelings,  brother,   f  " 
Mori.    So  have  I! 
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Fit*.  One  of  the  best  that  we  can  shew,  believe 
me,    *  . 

Is  mildness  to  a  servant.    Servants,  brother, 
Are  born  with  fortunes*  yoke  about  their  necks  j, 
And  that  is  galling  in  itself  enough ;    • 
We  should  not  goad  them  under  it.  /The  maotei 
Should  I'uthci  chum'  thorn  in  thtii  eu  rtluilti, 
1th  kindly  worps — not  too  familiar  neither ; 
hit  utter' d  withlthat  air  «hkh  trng*  biMI 


rtf  tn  riignihnri  nnr 
Mort.  Brother,  your  hand.    You  have  a  gen- 
tle nature; 
May  no  mischance  e'er  ruffle  it,  my  brother ! 

lmovvn  thoo  from  my  infancy  j  old  ftelditf , 
And  never  did  I  know — I  do  not  flatter — 
A  heart  more  stout,  more  cased  with  hardy  man- 
hood, 
lora  full  of  millr  irithint  Trust  me,  dear  friend, 
If  admiration  of  thy  charity 
May  argue  charity  in  the  admirer, 
I  am  not  destitute. 

Fitz.  You! — I  have  seen  you 
Sometimes  o'erflow  with  it. 

Mort.  And  what  avails  it  ? 
Honour  has  been  iny  theme ;  good  will  to  man 
My  study.    I  have  laboured  for  a  name*  ; 

As  white  as  mountain  snow ;  dazzling,  and  speck- 
less: 
Shame  on't  'tis  blurr'd  with  blots  1    Fate,  like  a 

mildew, 
Ruins  the  virtuous  harvest  I  would  reap, 
And  all  my  crop  is  weeds.  -/•  %i^  /£,  * 

Fitz.  Why,  how  now  brother! 
This  is  all  spleen.  You  mope  yourself  too  much, 
In  this  dull  forest,  here.    Twenty  bluo  dsvili 

Are 


/ 
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Are  dancing  jjggj  tmd  riornpipsoj  ia  yeur  brain j.i 


Fie ! .  fie !  be  more  a  man. 

Mort.  Well,  I  have  done. 

Fitx.  Come, what's  for  dinner?  Od!  I  meai 
to  eat 
Abundantly. 

Mori.  I  know  not,  brother.    Honest  Wintei 
ton 
WMtellyouall. 

Fitx.   What  he!   Old  Adam?  he! 
My  merry  buck  of  Paradise  ? Odso !     ' 

II  have  not  seen  him.   Well  he  shall  produce 
A  flaggon  of  thp  best :  and,  after  rlinn^*". 
We  will  b  e  j  wpiaS  Come,  come,  rouse  you,  man ! 
I  came  On  purpose,  thirty  miles  from  home, 
To  jog  your  spirits.    Prithee,  now,  be  gay! 
And,  prithee,  too,  be  kind  to  my  young  favourite  { 
To  Wiiford  there. 

Mort.  Well,  well ;  I  hope  I  have  been. 
Fitx.  No  doubt,  in  actions: — but  in  words, 
and  looks. 
A  rugged  look's  a  damper  to  a  greenhorn. 
I  watch'd  him,  now,  when  you  nrown'd  angerlj, 
And  he  betray'd— 
Mort.  Betray'd! 

.  Fitx.  Ten  thousand  fears.  ,  .  • 

Mort.  Oh!  st#*t 

Fitx*  The    poor   devil  couldn't  shew/,  more 
scared  ^ 

Had  you  e'en  held  a  pistol  to  his  head. 

{Mortimer  starts./ 
AVhy  hey-day !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Mort.   Brother! ■  \y   /> 

Question  me  not  |  my  nerves  are  aspin-like ;  ,/\  /l  *  y> 
1  he  slightest  breath  will  shake  'em*    Come,  good 
.  brother! 

D  3  Fitx. 


1   » 
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Fitz^Yox^li  promise  to  be  gay  I  .^s^-m-Ah 
A/01/.  PH  do  my  best.  -::£,  :,\  » ^  i  .7  | 

r7/%.  Why  that's  well  said !  A  ptffijfa  #  na 
T     more.         -  f  r  ......  ;  >    , 

Od  1  I  believe  my  rattling  talk  has  given  yoii 

A  stir  already.         #    .       ,  ,vIjnitL;i«iIA 

Aforf.  That  it  has  indeed!.    f.    ^j'i   .,.    ,\. 


..  n 
Come,  brother! 


O   !    '        H     v 


[£W/#%  ,,/ 


V/\T/SCENE  III.  J&fafr  Cottage./' f* 

;^     Enter  Helen. and  Samson.,/ •//        Aj 


*  1 

1  • 


i/r/fn.  Are  you  be  that  wish  to  enter  in  mj 
service?  •  ;     , 

Sams.  Yes,  so  please  you,  Madam1  Helen,  for 
want  of  a  better.  V."j\. 

Helen.  Why,  I  have  seen  you  in  the  forest — ► 
at  Rawbold's  cottage.  He  is  your  father,  as  I 
think. 

Sams.  Yes,  so  please  you,  Madam,  for  want 
of  a  better. 

Helen.  I  fear  me  you  may  well  say  that.  Your 
father,  as  I  have  heard,  bears  an  ill  name  in  the 
forest. 

Sams.  Alas!  Madam, Tie  is  obliged  to  bear  it 
— for  want  "of  a  better.  We  are  all  famish'd, 
Madam:  and  the  naked,  and  hungry,  have  sel- 
dom many  friends  to  speak  well  of  them. 

Helen.  If  1  should  hire  thee,  who  will  give 
thee  a  character  ? 

Sams.  My  father,  madam. 

Helen.  Why  sirrah,  he  has  none  of  his  own. 

Sams.  The  more  fatherly  in  him,  Madam,  to 
give  his  son  what  he  has  need  of,  for  himself.  But 

a  knave 


• 
/ 


/ 


. 


A  «; 
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a  knave  is  often  applied  to,  to  vouch  for  a  good 
.  servant's  honesty.    I  will  serve  you  as  faithfully 
as  your  last  footman;  who, I  have  heard,  ran 
away  this  morning. 

Helen.  Truly,  he  did  so. 
•  Sams.  I  was  told  on't,soir>e  half  hour  ago;  an4 
ran,  hungrily,  hither,  to  offer  myself.    So  please 
you  let  not  poverty  stand  in  the  way  of  my  pre- 
ferment. 

Helen.  Should  I  entertain  you,  what  could  you 
do  to  make  yourself  useful  ? 

Sams.  Any  thing.  I  can  wire  hares,  snare 
partridges,  shoot  a  buck,  and  smuggle  brandy, 
for  you,  madam.  * 

Helen.  Fie  on  you,  knave !   Twere  fitter  to   I 
turn  you  over  to  the  Verderors  of  the  forest,  for     jfr 
punishment,  than  to  encourage  you  in  such  prac- 
tices. 

Sa?ns.  I  would  practice  any  thing  better,  that 
might  get  me  bread.  I  would  scrape  trenchers, 
fill  buckets,  and  carry  a  message.  What  can  a 
man  do ! — he  can't  starve. 

Helen.  Well,  sirrah,  to  snatch  thee  from  evil, 
I  care  not  if  1  make  a  trial  of  thee. 

Sams.  No  !  will  you  ? 

Helen.  Nineteen  in  twenty  might  question  my 
prudence  for  this :— -but,  whatever  loss  I  may  suf- 
fer from  thy  roguery,  the  thought  of  having 
opened  a  path,  to  lead  a  needy  wanderer  back  to 
virtue,  will  more  than  repay  me. 

Sants.^  O,  bless,  you,  lady!  If  I  do  not  prove 
virtuous  never  trust  in  man  'more.  I  am  over- 
joy'd!  ' 

Helen.  Get  thee  to  the  kitcheni  You  will  find 
a  livery  there  will  wit  you*    \  *        \  A 

Sam* 
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Sam.  AUvery!  O,  the  Gather!  Virtuous  and  a 
livery,  all  in  a  few  seconds  !   Heaven  bless  you  (  ' 

Helen.  Well,  get  .you  to  your  work. 

Sams.  I  go,  madam.  Irl  break  any  thing  to 
day,  beseech  you  let  it  go  for  nothing;  for  joy 
makes  my  hand  tremble.  Should  you  want  me, 
please  to  cry  Samson,  and  I  am  with  you  in  a 
twinkling.  Heaven  bless  you!  Here's  fortune  ! 

(Exit. 

Helen.  Blanch  stays  a  tedious  time.     Heaven  ■"■* 
send  Mortimer's  health  be  not  worse !  He  is  sadly 
alter 'd  since  we  came  tothe  forest.  I  dream'd,  last 
night,  of  the  fire  he  saved  me  from ;  and  I  saw 
him,  all  fresh,  in  manly  bloom, bearing  me  through    • 
the  flames,  even  as  it  once  happened. 

L  *    En***  Blanc  g. 

Helen.  How  now  wench !  You  have  almost 
tired  my  patience. 

Blanch.  And  my  own  legs,  madam.  If  the 
old  footman  had  not  made  so  much  use  of  his,  by 
running  away,  they  might  have  spared  mine. 

Helen.  Inform  me  of  Sir  Edward  Morqmer. 
Hast  seen  him? 

Blanch.  Yes,  I  have,  madam. 

Helen.  Say;  tell  me; 
How  look'd  he  ?  how's  his  health  ?  is  he  in  spirits  ) 
iVhat  said  he,  Bianch  ?  Will  he  be  here  to  day? 

Blanch.  A  little  breath,  madam,  and  I  will  an- 
swer all,  duly. 

Helen.  O !  fie  upon  thee,  wench  ! 
These  interrogatories  should  be  answered 
Quicker  than  breath  can  utter  them. 

Blanch.  That's  impossible,  lady. 

Helen. 


V 
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Helen.  Thou  would'st  not  say  so,hadst  thou  ever 

loved.  f*s 

•  Xove  has  a  fleeter  messenger  than  speech,  -yjAtrn  i//7"^ 

To  tell  love's  meaning.     His  expresses  post  ■> 

Upon  the  orbs  of  vision,  ere  the  tongue  ^ 

Can  shape  them  into  words.    A  lover's  look  /l-/7{.  /$  > 

Is  his  heart's  Mercury.     O !  the  Eye's  eloquence,    —*———• 
Twin-born  with  thought,  outstrips  the  tardy  voice. 
Far  swifter  than  the  nimble  lightning's  flash 
The  sluggish  thunder-peal  that  follows  it. 

Blanch.  I  am  not  skill'd  in  eye-talking,  madam. 
I  have  been  used  to  let  my  discourse  ride  upon  my 
tongue ;  and,  i  have  been  told,  'twill  trot  at  a  good 
round  pace,  upon  occasion. 

Helen,    Then  let  it  gallop,  now,  beseech  you, 
wench, 
And  bring  me  news  of  Mortimer. 

Blanch.  Then,  madam,  I  saw  Sir  Edward  in  his 
library :  and  deliver'd  your  letter.  He  will  be 
here,  either  in  the  evening,  or  on  the  morrow :  'tis 
uncertain  which ; — for  his  brother,  Captain  Fitz- 
harding,  is  arrived,  on  a  visit  to  him. 

Hilm  Io  he  ? — well,  that  nut)  auinewlul  laistr 


his  spirits. 

That  soldier  has  a  pleasant,  harmless  mind ; 
Mirth  gilds  his  age,  and  sits  upon  his  brow, 
Like  sun  in  winter.    I  ne'er  saw  a  man 
More  cheerful  in  decline ;  more  laughter-loving, 
More  gay,  and  frolicksome. 

Blanch.  Frolicksome  enough,  if  you  knew  all; 
■  but  not  so  harmless.  (aside.) 

t   ■  Helen   He'll  trerrp  hn  here  tn  night. 


Blanch.     Who?    Sir    Edwwd?    haply     tkl% 


Madam:  but  his  letter  may  chance  to  specify  fur- 
ther particulars. 

Htlt*. 
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*  • 

Helen.  His  letter  I  Has  he  written  ?r-fie  upon  •     • 
thee! 
Why  didst  not  give  it  me,  at,  once  ?    Where  is  it  h 
Tliou  art  turn'd  dreamer,  wench1.— Come;  quickly*  • 

Blanch.  You  talk'd  to  me  so  much  of  reading 
eyes,  madam,  that  I  e'en  forgot  the  letter.  Here 
it  is. 

Helen.  Come  to  me,  shortly,  in  my  cabinet : 
111  read  it  there. — I  am  almost  unfit 
To  open  it.    I  ne'er  receive  his  letters 
But  my  hand  trembles.     Well,  I  know  'tis  silly, 
And  yet  I  cannot  help  it.     I  will  ring ; 
Then  come  to  me,  good  Blanch  j — not  yet.     My 

Mortimer,  _ 

Now  for  your  letter  !  {Exit,  ffi 

Blanch.  I  would  they  were  wedded  once,  and  w/ 
all   this    trembling  would  be  over.     1  am  told 
your  married  lady's  feelings  are  little  roused  in 
reading  letters  from  a  husband. 

2*  Enter  Samson— -cfmjV  in  a  Livery.fi  /;  7?. 

Sam.  This  sudden  turn  of  fortune  might  puff 
some  men  up  with  pride.  I  have  look'd  in  the 
%lass  already : — and  if  ever  man  look'd  braver  in 
a  glass  than  I,  I  know  nothing  of  finery. 

Blanch.  Hey  day!  who  have  we  here  ?  \ 

Sam.  Oh,  lord!  this  is  the  maid.- 1  mean 

the  waiting-woman.     I  warrant  we  shall  be  rare 
company,  in  a  long  winter's  evening. 

Blanch.  Why,  who  are  you  ? 

Sam.  I'm  your  fellow-servant : — the  new  comer. 
The  last  footman  cast  his  skin,  in  the  pantry,  this 
mqrning,  and  1  have  crept  into  it. 

Blanch.  Why,  sure,  it  cannot  be!— Now  I  look 
upon  you  again,  you  are  Samson  Rawbold — old 
.  Rawbold' s  son,  of  the  forest,  here. 

Sam. 
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Sam.  The  same ;  I  am  not  like  some  upstarts ; 
when  I  am  prosperous,  I  do  not  turn  my  back  on 
my  poor  relations. 

Blanch   What,  has  my  lady  hired  thee? 

Sam.  She  has  taken  me,  liko  a  pad  nag,  upon 
trial. 

Blanch  !  suspect  you  will  play  her  a  jade's  trick, 
and  stumhle  in  yourjprobation.  You  have  been 
caught  tripping,  ere  now. 

Sam.     An  I  do  not  give  content  'tis  none  of  my 
fault.     A  man's  qualities  cannot  come  out  all  at ' 
once.    I  wish  you  would  teach  me  a  little  how  to 
lay  a  cloth. 

Blanch.  You  are  well  qualified  for  your  ofllce, 
truly,  not  to  know  that. 

Sam.  To  say  truth,  we  had  little  practice  that 
way,  at  home.  We  stood  not  upon  forms ;— we 
had  sometimes  no  cloth  for  a  dinner 

Blanch.  And,  sometimes,  no  dinner  for  a  cloth. 

Sam.    Just  so.  We  had  little  order  in  our  family, 

Blanch,  Well,  I  will  instruct  you. 

Sam.  That's  kind.  I  will  be  grateful.  They 
tell  me  I  have  learnt  nothing  but  wickedness,  yet : 
but  I  will  instruct  you  in  any  thing  I  know,  in 
return. 

Blanch.  There  1  have  no  mind  to  become  your 
scholar.  But  be  steady  in  your  service,  and  you 
may  outlive  your  beggary,  and  grow  into  respect.  &'t- 

Sam     Nay,  an  riches  rain  upon  me,  respect  wilf" 
grow  of  course.  I  never  knew  a  rich  man  yet  who 
wanted  followers  to  pull  off  their  caps  to  him. 
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SONG. 

Samsom. 


A  traveller  stopt  at  a  widow's  gate  ; 

She  kept  an  Inu,  and  he  wanted  to  bah  ;  ■     ■ 

But  the  landlady  slighted  her  guest : 
For  when  Nature  was  making  an  ugly  race. 
She  certainly  moulded  the  traveller's  lace 

As  a  sample  for  all  the  rest. 

'       l£ 

The  chamber-maid's  sides  they  were  ready  to  crack* 
When  she  saw  his  queer  nose,  and  the  hump  at  his  back  ;— 

A  hump  isn't  handsome,  no  doubt ; — 
And,  though  'tis  confess'd  that  the  prejudice  goes, 
Very  strongly,  in  favour  of  wearing  a  nose, 

Yet  a  nose  should'nt  look  like  a  snout. 

III. 

A  bag  full  of  gold  on  the  table  he  hid;— 

Thud  a  wond'rous  effect  on  the  widow  and  maid ; 

And  they  quickly  grew  marvellous  civil. 
The  money,  immediately,  alterM  the  case ; 
They  were  charm'd  with  his  hump,  and  his  snout,  and  his  face, 

Tho*  he  still  might  have  frightend  the  devil. 

IV. 

He  paid  like  a  prince— gave  the  widow  a  smack- 
Then  flopp'd  on  his  horse,  at  the  door,  like  a  sack  ; 
While  the  landlady,  touching  the  chink, 
Cried—**  Sir,  should  you  travel  this  country  again, 
44 1  heartily  hope  that  the  sweetest  of  men 

*•  Will  stop  at  the  widow's  to  drink." 
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***    t^AA     s/UT(C    c/o<TL. 


SCENE  IV.     The  Library? 

— — -       ■        ■     ■  — — .        ■ ' 

Wilford,  discovered. 


Cfiai)  rn-ffl 

,    i  -  A.  «■•*/«•- 


X 


rP/7/*.  1  would  Sir  Edward  were  come!  The 
dread  of  a  fearful  encounter  is,  often,  as  terrible 
as  the  encounter  itself,     ^ct  my  meuunlus  iikliT 
trifled.   Some  few  hours  back, 


liiii'i,ufljii!,  am  nu 
in  this  very  room,  he  held  a  loaded  pistol  within 
an  inch  of  my  brains.  Well,  that  was  passions—he, 
threw^jtJtom^him  on  the  instant,  anc^^Ii!— » 
I^eVcoming. — No.  The  old  wainscot  cracks,  and 
frightens  me  out  of  my  wit9 :  and,  I  verily  be- 
lieve, the  great  folio  dropt  on  my  head,  just  now, 
frnm  the  chelfj  on  purpooo  to  increase  my.  tei'iorj.- 


fu-A 


L/t>m  {Enter  Sir  Edward  Mortimer,  at  one  door  of 
the  Library,  which  he.  locks  after  him.  Wilforix, 
turns  round  on  hearing  him  shut  ic.) 

Wilf  What's  that  ?— 'Tis  he  himself!  Mercy 
on  me !  he  has  lock'd  the  door  \ — What  is  going 
to  become  of  me! 

MorL  Wilford! — Is  no  one  in  the  picture 
gallery? 

Wilf.  No        not  a  soul,  sir ; not  a  human 

soul; — 
None  within  hearing,  if  I  were  to  bawl 
Ever  so  Joud 

MorU  Lock  yonder  door, 

Wilf  The  door,  sir! 

Mort.  l)o  as  I  bid  you. 

Wilf  What,  sir  ?  lock (Mortimer   waves 

with  his  hand.)  '  f\  <4»  t\ 

I  shall,  sir,  doing  to  the  doory  and  locking  tt.)  Tl.'J^  x 

—  TBEht 


// 
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M+fkm  hm  little  angof  in  if»  neither  ; 

■"lip  rathor  mark'd  wiili  jprraw,  and  dftitim/ 
A/<?rf.  Wilford  approach  me.—  What  am  I  to  say 

For  aiming  at  your  fife  I — Do  you  not  scorn  me, 

Despise  me  for  it  ? 

Wilf  I!  Oh, sir!  ] 

Mort.  You  must;  '     ,,  , 

rfor  I  am  singled  from  the  herd  of  men,     * 

A  vile,  heart-broken  wretch !  , 

•     Wilf.  Indeed,  indeed,  sir,  j 

You  deeply  wrong  yourself.     Your  equal's  love, 

Ike  poor  man's  prayer,  the  orphan's  tear  of  gra- 
i  titude, 

:  AH  fol  low  you : — and  1 !  ^ I  owe  you  all ! 

I  am  most  bound  to  bless  you. 
'\Mart.  Mark  me,  Wilford : —       .    %  ]• 

I  know  the  value  of  the  orphan's  tear; 
The  poor  man's  prayer;  respect  from  the  respected; 
libel  to  merit  these,  and  to  obtain  them, 
Is  to  taste  here,  below,  that  thrilling  cordial 
Which  the  remunerating  Angel  draws. 
From  the  eternal  fountain  of  delight, 
To  pour  on  blessed  souls,  that  enter  Heaven. 
I  feel  this : — 1 ! — How  must  ray  nature,  then, 
Revolt  at  him  who  seeks  to  stain  his  hand,  jp  * 

In  human  blood  ? — and.yet  it  seems,  this  day^A/*^ 
I  sought  your  Jife./^O !  I  havesuffer'd  madness ! 
Kone  know  my  tortures; — pangs  '.—but  1  can  endr 

them: 
Knd  them  as  far  as  appertains  to  thee. — 
^  have  resolv'd  it. — Hell  born  struggles  tear  me  ! 
But  I  have  ponder *d  on't, — and  I  must  trust  thee. 
•  Wilf.  Your  confidence  shall  not  be  A— 

;  Mort.  You  must  swear. 

Wilf  Swear,  sir  I — will  nothing  but  an.  oath, 
then 
m\  Mart. 


**  '*■—  * m  ^    -hhik..^^  ,,.  i     ■  i   ■!■■    ii  i  m  ii    i  iff  mmnn 


/ 

•  »»*!- 


*     .* 


A  PLAY.  ql 

Mart.  listen.  fi^J^jjh^^^-^^^^^ 

May  all  the  ills  that  wait  on  frail  humanity  .     .  1\ 
Be  doubled  on  your  head,  if  you  disclose 
My  fatal  secret !     May  your  body  turn  \ 

Host  lazar-like,and  loathsome ;  and  your  mind 
More  loathsome  than  your  body !  May  those  fiends  - 
AVho  strangle  babes,  for  very  wantonness, 
Shrink  back,  andshudder  at  your  monstrous  crimes. 
And,  shrinking,  curse  you !    Palsies  strike  your 

youth! 
And  the  sharp  terrors  of  a  guilty  mind 
Poison  your  aged  days  jflrhile~alTJyotn^fini 

Out-horror  horror.!/  M ay  you  quit  the  world 
Abhorr  d,  self-hated,  hopekss  for  the  next* 
Your  life  a  burthen,  and  your  death  a  fear  '• 
Wilf.  For  mercy's  sake,  forbear !  you  terrify 
me!  ^ 

JL^  Mort.  Hopo  this  may  fall  upon  thep^— Sweaf 
— ^ -.-^  thou  hopest  it, .  „ 

By  every  attribute  which  Heaven,  earth,  hell, 
Can  lend,  to  bind,  and  strengthen  conjuration, 
,    If  thou  betray'st  me.  m         \ 

.    Wilf.  Weill — p^r [hesitating)  t 

A  fort.  No  retreating  T™  f      .  , 

..Wilf.    (*fters  Jut**&)(A£*m£ifJ  ) 

I  swear,  by  all  the  ties  that  bind  a  man, 
Divine,  or  human, — never  to  divulge ! 

Mori.  Remember  you  have  sought  this  secret : 
—Yes,-  ' 
•  Extorted  it.     I  have- not  thrust  it  on  you. 
'Tis  big  with  danger  to  you, ;  and  to  me, 
"While  1  prepare  to  speak,  torment  unutterable. 
Know,  Wilford  that*  — —  damnation  *>\  ^h*??  4"**f  *■* 

Wilf. Dearest  sir!  -  \tkSST 

Collect  vouii elf.    This  shakes  you  horribly. 
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You  had  this  trembling,  it  is  scarce  a  week , 
At  Madam  Helen's.  *       • 

M ort.  There  it  is.— Her  uncle—      ***4*t 
Wilf.   Her  uncle! 

Mart.  Him.    She 'knows  it  not; — None  know 
it;- 
You  are  the  first  ordain' d  to  hear  me  say, 

■1/  lam his  murderer. 

Wilf.O,  Heaven! 
Mort.  His  assassin. 

Wilf.  What  you   thati — mur — the  murder— 
I  am  choak*d ! 
*f*         Mort.    Honour,  thou   blood-stain' d  God!  at 
whose  red  altar 
Sit  War  and  Homicide,  O,  to  what  madness 
Will  insult  drive  thy  votaries !  By  Heaven  ! 
In  the  world's  range  there  does  not  breathe  a  man 
Whose  brutal  nature  1  more  strove  to  soothe, 
"With  long  forbearance,  kindness,  courtesy, 
Than  his  who  fell  by  me.     But  he  disgraced  me» 
Stain'd  me, — oh,  death,  and  shame ! — the  world 

look'd  on, 
And  saw  this  sinewy  savage  strike  me  down ; 
Rain  blows  upon  me,  drag  me  to  and  fro, 
On  the  base  earth,  like  carrion.    Desperation, 
In  every  fibre  of  my  frame,  cried  vengeance! 
I  left  the  room,  which  he  had  quitted :   Chance, 
(Curse  on  the  chance!)  while  boiling  with  my 

wrongs, 
Thrust  me  against  him,  darkling,  in  the  street  :— 
I  stabb'd  him  to  the  heart : — and  my  oppressor  ^  .      * 
RolTd,  lifeless,  at  my  foot.  ^/Nerr^-^.'ir: »  sa  j^y 

Wilf.  Oh!  mercy  on  me!      *^-^'y  £///  \i% 
How  could  this  deed  be  cover'd !  ~"- 
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Mori.   Would  you  think  it  ? 
E'en  at  the  moment  when  I  gave  the  blow, 
Butcher' d  a  fellow  creature  in  the  dark,  , 

w  / 1<  f    I  had  all  good  men's  love.     But  my  disgrace, 

And  my  opponent's  death,  thus  link'd  with  it, 
Demanded  notice  of  the  magistracy. 
They  summoned  me,as  friend  wouldsummon  friend, 
To  acts  of  import,  and  communication.  A 

We  met:  and  'twa*  resolved,  to  stifle  rumour, 
To  put  me  on  my  trial.     No  accuser, 
No  evidence  appeared,  to  urge  it  on: — 
\Tw2s  meant  to  clear myfame. — How  clearit  then? 
How  cover  it?  you  say. — Why,  by  a  Lie: —  ^fSSSJSS^ 
Guilt's  offspring,  and  its  guard.  1  taught  this  breast, 
Which  Truth,  once,  made  her  throne,  toforge  a  lie; 
This  tongue  to  utter  it ; — rounded  a  tale, 
,    Smooth  as  a  Seraph's  song  from  Satan's  mouth ; 
So  well  compacted,  that  the  o'er  throng'd  Court 
Disturb'd  cool  Justice,  in  her  judgment-seat, 
By  shouting  "  Innocence!"  ere  I  had  finish'd. 
The  Court  enlarged  me;  and  the  giddy  rabble 
Bore  me,  in  triumph,  home.    Aye! — took  upon 

me. — 
I  know  thy  sight  aches  at  me. 
WU£     Heaven  forgive  me! 
Hhijokllove-youstilL — but  I  am  young; 
I  know  not  what  to  say: — it  may  be  wrong; — 
indeed  I  pity  you. 

Mort.    1  disdain  all  pity. — 
I  ask  no  consolation.  Idle  boy !  t 

Think'st  thou  that  this  compulsive  confidence 
-  Was  given  to  move  thy  pity? — Love  of  Fame  '•  ^ 
TTtSr  still  I  cling  to  it)  has  urged  me,  thus, 
JiTpjjjiash  thy  curious  mischief  in  it's  birth* 
\rlurt  honour,  in  an  evil,  cursed  hour, 
Drove  me  to  murder; — lying :-»-*t would  again. 

My. 
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My  honesty* — sweet  peace  of  mind,*— -all,  all? 
Are  barter \)  for  a  name.     I  will  maintain  it*     / 
Should  slander  whisper  o'er  my  sepulchre, 
And  my  soul's  agency  survive  in  death, 
I  could  embody  it  with  Heaven's  lightnings 
And  the  hot  shaft  of  my  insulted  spirit 
Should  sirike  the  blaster  of  memory    _^L  rff 
Dead,  in  the  church-yard.  ^Boy,  1  would  not  kill 

thee;  ■  ' 

Thy  rashness  and  discernment  threatened  danger; 
To  check  them  there  was  no  way  left  but  this— r 
Save  one; — yourdcath: — you  shall  not  be  my  victim. 

}VUf.    My  d.ath!    What   take  my  lite?— My 
life !  to  prop  '    \ 

This  empty  honour. 

Mort.    Empty?  Groveling  fool? 

Wilf.   I  am  your  servant,  sir:   child  of  your 
bounty, 
And  know  my  obligation.     I  have  been 
Too  curious  haply;  'tis  the  fault  of  youth. 
I  ne:er  meant  injury:  if  it  would  serve  you, 
I  would  lay  down  my  life;  I'd  give  it  freely:  !v   v 
Could  you,  then,  have  the  heart  to  rob  me  of  it? 
You  could  not ; — should  not*  L  *  » 

Mort   How! 

Wilf.  You  dare  not.  l '!  , 

Mort,    Dare  not!  / 

Wilf.   Some  hours  ago  you  durst  not    Passion 
moved  you ; 
Reflection  interposed,  and  held  your  arm. 
But,  should  reflection  prompt  you  to  attempt  it,  ' 
My  innocence  would  give  me  strength  to  struggle,. 
And  wrest  the  murderous  weapon  from  your  hand. 
How  would  you  look  to  find  a  peasant  boy 
Return  the  knife  you  level'd  at  his  heart; 
And  ask  you  which  in  Heaven  would  shew  the  best, 

A  rich 
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A  rich  njan*s  honour,  or  a  poor  man's  honesty? 

Mort.  Tis  plain  I  dare  not  take  your  life/  To  ^ ' 

spare  it,  **- 

I  have  endangered  mine.    But  dread  my  power; 
You  know  not  it's  extent.    Be  warn'd  in  time ; 
|Triflp  nnt  with  my  faolingoi    LiGton,  gig  1 
Myriads  of  engines,  which  my  secret  working 
Can  rouse  to  action,  now  encircle  you. 
I  speak  not  vaguely.  C *Em hlvel  heard,  my"prin- 

ciple;  \ 

Have  heard,  already,  what  it  can  gfet  •  |  "*  \  A . 

JBacautiouohewyouthwOTtfc.   SmKwny4}gothfir»J^ 
Your  ruin  hangs  upon  a  thread :   Provoke  me, 
And  it  shall  fall  upon  you.    Dare  to  make 
The  slightest  movement  to  awake  my  fears, 
And  the  gaunt  criminal,  naked,  and  stake-tied,  j 
Left  on  the  heath,  to  blister  in  the  sun, 
'Ull  lingering  death  shall  end  his  agony, 
Compared  to  thee,  shall  seem  more  enviable 
Than  Cherubs  to  the  damn'd. 

Wilf.  O,  misery! 
Discard  me,  sir!  I  must  be  hateful  to  you. 
Banish  me  hence.  I  will  be  mute  as  death; 
But  let  me  quit  your  service, 

Mort.  Never. — Fool! 
To  buy  this  secret,  you  have  sold  yourself. 
Your  movements,  eyes,  and,  most  of  .all,  your 

breath, 
From  this  time  forth,  are  fetter'd  to  my  will. 
You  have  said,  truly:  you  are  hateful  to  me:— 
Yet  you  shall  feel  my  bounty  t — that  shall  flow, 
And  swell  your  fortunes ;  but  my  inmost  soul  , 
Will  yearn  with  loathing  when-r-hark !  some  one 

knocks!  /A 

Open  the  door.  7 

E  [Wit 
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//-at 
ens  the  door*  and  Winterton  comet  TnV 


fWilfbrd  ohens  the  door,  and  Wit 
'  Idort,  How  now,  Winterton? 


Did  you  knock  more  than  once  ?  Speak — did  you 
listen —  . 

.    — I  mean,  good  Adam,  did  you  wait? — Aye,  wait 
Long  at  the  door,  here? 

XV int.  Bless  your  honour!   no. 
Tou  are  too  good  to  let  the  old  man  wait. 

Mort.  What,  then,  our  talk,  here — Wilford'i 
here  and  mine — 
-Did  notrdetain  you  at  the  door? — Ha! — did  it?    j 
Wint.  Not  half  a  second. 
Mort.   Oh! — well,  what's  the  matter? 
Wint.   Captain  Fitzharding,  sir,  entreats  your 
company. 
I've  placed  another  flaggon  on  the  table. 
Your  worship  knows  it — Number  thirty-five : — 
•    The  supernaculum. 

Mort.   Well,  welU — I  come. 
What,  has  he  been  alone? 

Wint.  No— I've  been  with  him. 
Od!  he's  a  merry  man !  and  does  so  jest ! 
He  calls  me  first  of  men,  'cause  my  name's  Adam* 
Well!  'tis  exceeding  pleasant,  by  St.  Thomas! 
Mort.  Come,  Adam;   I'll  attend  the  Captain. 
— Wilford, 
What  I  have  just  now  given  you  in  charge, 
Be  sure  to  keep  fast  lock'd.   I  shall  be  angry,-— 
Be  very  angry,  if  I  find  you  careless. 
(   <J  Vt'i .^Follow me, Adam. 

fExit  'Mortimer — Winterton  following,  jr.^j 

.  Wilf.   Tms  house  is  no  nouse  tor  me.      FIv  1 

5»S         will,  I  am  resolved: — but  whither?    His  threats 

v  strike  terror  into  me ;  and,  were  I  to  reach  the  pole, 

I  doubt  whether  1  should  elude  his  grasp.   But  to 
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live  here  a  slave!  slave  to  his  fears,  his  jealousies! — 
Night  is  coming  on.  Darkness  be  my  friend!  for 
I  will  forth  instantly.  The  thought  of  my  inno- 
cence will  cheer  me,  as  I  wander  thro'  the  gloom. 
Oh !  when  guilty  Ambition  writhes  upon  its  couch, 
why  should  bare-foot  Integrity  repine,  though  it's 
sweet  sleep  be  canopied  with  a  ragged  hovel ! 

lavnfij  cl<nvn  -.ji'cJj  /<xt»/,j  ?m< 

SCENE    V. — The  inside  of  an  Abbey,  in  ruins : 
.  fiart  of  it  convened  into  an  habitation  for  Robbers. 
Various  entrances  to  tfieir  apartment,  through  the* 
broken  arches  of  the  building,  &c.  &c.  J?    % 

Enter  Judith,  and  a  Boy. 

r 

Jud.  Well,  sirrah !  have  you  been  upon  the 
scout  ?   Are  any  of  our  gang  returning  ? 

Boy.    No,  Judith !   not  a  soul. 

Jud.   The  rogues  tarry,  thus,  to  fret  me. 

Boy.  Why,  indeed,  Judith,  the  credit  of  your 
cookery  is  lost  among  thieves.  They  never  come 
punctual  to  their  meals. 

Jud.  No  tiding  of  Orson  yet,  from  the  market ; 
town?  ' 

Boy.   I  have  seen  nothing  of  him.  " .  1 

Jud.  Brat!  thou  dost  never  bring  me  good  news. 

Boy.   Judith,  you  are  ever  so  cross  with  me  !  \ 

Jud.   That  wretch  Orson^  slights  my  love  of 
late.     Hence,  you   hemp-seed,  hence !    Get  to'* 
the  broken  porch  of  the  abbey,  and  watch.    'TiS 
all  you  are  good  fbr.X,  /*<* 

Boy.  You  know  I  am  but  young  yet,  Judith] 
but,  with  good  instructions,  1  may  be  a  robber,  ul 
time.  '       <. 

E«  .Jud. 
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>       '      '  i  •-  *•. 

Jud.  Away,  you  imp!  you  will  never  reach 

/Q         such  preferment**?^  w™s*U  without.\  So !    I 

IZmmm         hear  some  of  our  yxxxx.&{Whisue  azain}   the  boy 

puts  his  finder i  in  his  moutn\  and  whistles*  in  answer) 

Jud*  Why  must  you  keep  your  noise,  sirrah  \ 

Bou.   Nay,  Judith,  'tis  one  of  the  first  .steps  we 

boys  learn  in  the  profession,  I  shall  never  come  to 

good,  if  you  check  me  so.    Huzza  !    here  come 

two! 

ft  f1*f  Enter  two  Robbers,  through  the  broken  part  of 
-  the  scene,      fyrf  ^/^ 

Jud.  So !  you  have  found  your  road,  at  last.  A 
murrain  light  upon  you !  is  it  thus  you  keep  your 
hours  ? 
/*.       1//  Rob.  What,  hag,  ever  at  this  trade  !  Ever- 
grumbling? 
J£a     Jud.  I  nave  reason.  I  toil  to  no  credit ;  I  watch 
with  no  thanks.    I  trim  up  the  table,  for  your 
/  return,  and  no'  one  returns,  in  due  time,  to  notict 

my  industry.    Tour  meat  is  scorch' d  to  cinders. 
Rogues,  would  it  were  poison  for  you ! 
-  Qd  Rok>  How  the  fury  tl  rts  I  Iltrej  toko  my 
carbine;  'twas  levell'd,  some  half  hour  since,  at  a, 
vellers  head.  - 

I  hahi  hahl  Raro  1  Bidet  shoot  him  ? 
Sheot  him  ?   No.    This  doiril  in  petai 
Mil  rhinfcn  no-more  of  playing  a  man  than  ImMmm^ 
rnfVifrrnforydl  never  knew  a  woman  turn  to 
mischief,  that  she  did  not  outdo  a  man,  clean. 
Jud.  Did  any  of  you  meet  Orson,  on  your  way  ? 
1st  Rob.  Aye,  there  the  hand  points.    When 
that  fellow  is  abroad,  you  are  more  savage  than 
customary;  and  that  is  needless. 

2d  Rob- 
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^  2rf  Rob.  None  of  our  comrades  come  yet?  They 
will  be  finely  soak'd. 

1  st  Rob.  Aye,  the  rain  pours,  like  a  spout,  upon 
the  ruins  of  the  old  abbey  wall,  here. 

Jud.  Pm  glad  on't.  May  it  drench  them,  and 
breed  agues?  'twill  teach  them  to  keep  time. 

1st  Mob.  Peace,  thou  abominable  railer!  A 
man  had  better  dwell  in  purgatory,  than  have 
thee  in  his  habitation. — Peace,  devil!  or  I'll  make 
thee  repent. 

Jud.  You!  'tis  as  much  as  thy  life  is  worth  to 
move  my  spleen. 

1st  Rob.  What,  you  will  set  Orson,  your  cham- 
pion, upon  me? 

Jud.  Coward!  he  should  not  disgrace  himself 
with  chastising  thee. 

1st  Rob.   Death  and  thunder!— [draws  his 

sword. 

Jud.  Aye,  attack  a  woman,  do!   it  suits'  your    • 
hen-hearted  valour.    Assault  a  woman! 

1st  Rob.  Well — passion  hurried  me.  But!  have 
a  respect  for  the  soft  sex,  and  am  cool  again. 
(returns  his  sword  to  the  scabbard.}  Come  Judith,  be 
friends. — Nay,  come,  do;  and  I  will  give  thee  a 
farthingale,  I  took  from  a  lawyer's  widow. 

Jud.  Where  is  it? 

1//  Rob.    You  shall  have  it. 

Jud.    Well— I Hark! 

2d  Rob.  Soft!  I  think  I  hear  the  foot  of  a 

MUSICAL  DIALOGUE,  AND  CHORUS.    » 

Liiten!  No;  it  if  the  owl, 
'    That  hoots  upon  the  mouldring  towV. 
Hark!    the  rain  beats,  the  night  is  fool; 
Qar  comrades  stay  beyond  their  homr. 

Littcnl 
•1         Li  ■    •    .      ' 


// 
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Luteal  *  .1 

All's  hnsh'd  around  the  abbey  wall.*  ■  ■<  . 

Soft!  Now  I  hear  a  robber's  call!  t      C>  ,"• 

Listen!  ^P 

They  whistle ! — Answer  it!— Til  night  >  <--y  jn 

Again!     A  comrade  comet.*— Hit  II  a   w/t.^J.   v  € H 
And  here  another;  and  here  another  I  /,Kc.f   H*** 

\      Who  cornea?    A  brother. A  Who  comes  f  JAKkQiIIZ-T* 
A^Qjhei>v  -\  ,|i/!/#i^" 

Now  they  all  come  pouring  in ;  '  .         ... 

Our  jollity  will  soon  begin.    fj    i         f     Chw/f  Tfltf/*<* 
Sturdy  partners,  all  appear !  We/-e  n o*C  •     J         6.7^^ 
We're  hereKJand  here,  and  here,  "and  here!    x^>      &<rer4S  T>* 


ftM 


1  hus  we  stout  freebooters  prow),  ffa  (A.j/L   ,\ 

Then  meet  to  drain  the  flowing  bowl,  ,        \'   *       H{Sl 

(At  different  periods  of  the  Miu  ck,  the  Robbers  enter  fifnlIicJ  ' 
through  various  / harts  of  the  Rui.ut  im  groufu. 

Enter  Orson,  with   luzzaze  on  his  back*   as   re- 
turned from  Market. 

1st,  Bob.  See ;  hither  comes  Orson  at  last.  He 
walks  in,like  Plenty,  with  provision  on  his  shoulder. 

Jud,  O,  Orson! — why  didst  lairy,  Orson?  I 
began  to  fear.  Thou  art  cold  and  damp.  Let 
me  wring  the  wet  from  thy  clothes.  O!  my 
heart  leaps  to  see  thee. 

Jrf  Rtb    Mirk   hn-iv  thit  sha  hnr  hngi   1W 


v*i&  ~$~        Ors.  Stand  off!  this  hamper  has  been  weari- 
.  %      some  enough.    1  want  not  thee  on  my  neck 
'    '  Jud.   Villain !  'tis  thus  you  ever  use  me.  I  can 

\  revenge : —  lean"        do  not, dear  Orson  !  do  not 
treat  me  thus. 

Ors.   Let  a  man  be  ever  so  sweet  temper'd,  he 
.   will  meet  tomewhat  to  sour  him.  1  have  been  vex'd 
to  madness. 
/  2d  Rob.   How  nbw,  Orson,- what  has  vex'd 

.  J  thee,  now?  .  •     , 

'      j  ■ .  Ors.' 


irtLto»ty*$**  &b^$T"* 
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On.    A  prize  has  slipt  through  my  fingers. 

3d  Rob.   Aye  I  many,  how  ? 

Ors.  I  met  a  straggling  knave  on  foot,  and  the 
rogue  resisted.  He  had  the  face  to  tell  me  that 
he  was  thrust  on  the  world  to  seek  his  fortune ; 
and  that  the  little  he  had  about  him  was  his  all. 
Plague  on  the  provision  at  my  back !  I  had  no 
time  to  rifle  him : — but  I  have  spoil  'd  him  for 
fortune  seeking  I  warrant  him, 

Rob.  How? 

■/Jrr.-,  AYh  jLT  hoathim  to  the  ground.  ■  Whtlher* 
ie  will  ever  get  up^gai^the  next  passenger  may 


>/ 


Ha  1    Cf,  biavt  l.Tlla^s  rny  valiant 


3d  Rob.  Orson,  you  are  ever  disobeying  our 
Captain's  order.'  You  are  too  remorseless,  and 
bloody. 

On.  Take  heed,  then,  how  you  move  my  an- 
ger, by  telling  me  on't.    The  affair  is  mine j  I    mJ  '>< 
will  answer  to  the  consequence.    ^-      —     -    *  ft*     ^ 
~-*-f- —       4th  Rob.    I  hear  our  Captain's  signal.    Here  he    yL^Ly 
comes      Ha'.— he    is    leading    one  who  seems 
wounded. 

JO-  j/w*  'Enter  Armstrong,  sufiftorting  Wilford. 

Arm.  Gently,  good  fellow *  come,  keep  a  good 
heart  • 

Wilf.  You  are  very  kin.d.    I  had  breathed  my 
last,  but  for  your  care.  Whither  have  you  led  me  ? 
/£JT-4*4  Rob.    Where  you  will  be  well  treated,-  ' 
youngster     You  are  now  among  as  honourable 
a  knot  of  men  as  ever  cried  "  stand'1 16  a  traveller/ 
^  Wilf.  How !  among  robbers  1 
JZL  -HtRob.  Why,  so  the  law's  cant  calls  us  gentle- 
men, who  live  at  large. 

- . 
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Wilf,    Sb!  For  what  am  I  reserved  [ 
Arm.  Fear  nothing.    You  are  safe  in  this  asy- 
lum.   Judith,  lead  him  in.    Sea  some  ■  <f  say 

lintn hmdft  tmi  lnr>1'  "  i?l   I J 

Jud.  I  do  not  like  the  office.  Tou  are  ever  at 
these  tricks.  'Twill  ruin  us  in  the  end.  What 
have  we  to  do  with  charity  ? 

Jud.  W(i11jI«hftHi  Come,  fellow, — since  jt  must 
be  so. 

ia>l  M  wit  youmyoolf,  lady  ■   ■    ■  '  ■  > 

W7^  Heaven  Dfes$^ou/f  whate'er  becomes  of 

my  life — and,  faith,  I  an^lmost  weary  on*t — I  am 

bound  to  your  chamy:  fipftrfyi  T  pny  ynr  j — ™y 

monad  ptHiui    Gsfoly.!  j% 

(£></,  fa/pa/  6y  Judith.  j£, 
-/fr/H.  I  would  I  knew  which  of  you  had  done  m» 
this. 

Ut  jB#fc  Wjy  what's  tfra  nuLlyij  Oi|ilnin  I 
yfrwi.  Crueltyl^^hejnatter.  Had  not  acci- 
lent  led  me  to  the  sn^whgre  he  lay,  yon  poor 
>oy  had  bled  to  dea^L  I  learnoStfsstory,  partly, 
from  him, on  theyray :  mdjiinow  huwTluLlj  hthtw 
hinrihirijby  one  of  yhM.  Well,  time  must 
discover  him  :  for  he,  who  had  brutality  enough 
to  commit  the  action,  can  scarcely  have  courage 
enough  to  confess  it. 

Ors:  Courage,  Captain,  is  a  quality,  I  take  it, 
little  wanted  by  any  here.  What  signify  words; — * 
I  did  it. 

Arm.  I  suspected  thee,  Orson.    'Tis  scarce  an  ' 
hour  since  he,  whom  thou  hast  wounded,  quitted 
the  service  of  Sir  Edward  Mortimer,  in  the  forest, 
here ;  and  inquiry  will  doubtless  be  made. 
2d  Rob.  Nay  then  we  are  all  discovered. 
;   . .         Arm.    Now,  mark  what  thou  hast  done.   Thou 
I  hast 
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liast  endangered  the  safety  of  our  party ;  thou  hast 
broken  my  order  ('tis  not  the  first  time,  by  many,) 
in  attacking  a  passenger : — and  what  passenger  f 
One  whose  unhappy  case  should  have  claim'd  thy 

{rity.  He  told  you  he  had  displeased  his  master, — 
eft  the  house  of  comfort,  and,  with  his  scanty  pit- 
tance, was  wandering  round  the  world  to  mend  his 
fortune.  Like  a  butcher,  you  struck  the  forlorn 
boy  to  the  earth,  and  left  him  to  languish  in  the 
forest.  Would  any  of  our  brave  comrades  have 
done  this  ? 

AIL— None!   None! 

Arm.  Comrades,  in  this  case,  my  voice  is  sin- 
gle. But,  if  it  have  any  weight,  this  brute,  this 
Orson,  shall  be  thrust  from  our  community,  which 
he  has  disgraced.  Let  it  not  be  said,  brothers, 
while  want  drives  us  to  plunder,  that  wantonness 
prompts  us  to  butchery. 

Robbers,   O  brave  Captain !  away  with  him  ! 

Ors.  You  had  better  ponder  on't,  ere  you  pro- 
voke me. 

Arm.   Rascal !   do  you  mutter  threats  ?     You 
cannot  terrify  us.     Qur  calling  toomo  %yitj»<iftrh 
gf?n     uraarenot  to  boaftftntedby  tlie^jwachery  ol 
I  an  informer.    We  defy  you.   Ga^i  ou  dare  m 
hurt  us.     You  dare  not  safari  (ice  so  many  bran 
and  gallant  fclJQjqpjpjpMJtMwy;  "J  r*" 

Ors.  Well,  if  I  must,  I  must.     1  was  always  a 
friend  to  you  all :  *  bur,  if  you  are  bent  on  turning 
me  out, — why — fare  you  well. 
Robbers..  Aye,  aye — Away,  Away  I 
'  Ors.   Farewell,  then.  {ExitJjJf't 

Arm.  Come,  comrades!  Think  no  more  of 
this.    Let  us  drown  the  choler  we  have  felt,  in 
wine,  and  revelry.  •   » 

>  FINALE. 


'V. 
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FINALE- 

^       JolJy  Fnjp  tippled  hot, 

^Ere  these  Abbey  walla  had  crumbled; 
T\        Still  the  nuns  boast  good  cheer, 

Though  long  ago  the  cloisters  tumbled.  .  * 

tfPn?-     The  Monks  are  gone !— f- 
£•£2*  Well!  well!  J  „, 

&£*•     That's  all  Wgfrfggdfaifeafr  <«*^-#  *^r* 
Let's  ring  their  knell.  *   ' 

Dingdong!  dingdong!  to  the  bald-pated  monk! 
He  set  the  example, 
We'll  follow  his  sample, 
?    And  all  goto  bed  most  religiously  drunk. 

Peace  to  the  good  fat  Friar's  soul ! 
Who,  every  day. 
Did  met  hi   clay, 
In  the  deep  capacious  bowl.  i 

Huzza!  Huzza!  we'll  drink  and  well  sing! 

We'll  laugh,  and  we'll  quaff, 
And  make  the  welkin  ring !  .       . 


IND  OF  THE  SECOND  ACT. 
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ACT     III. 

/ 


SCENE    L — WintertonV  Boom,  in   Sir    Ed- 
ward Mortimer';  Lodge. 

Samson  and  Blanch,  discovered,  at  a  Table,  with 
bottles  and  glasses. 

Blanch.  OAMSON,  you  must  drink  no  more. 

Sams.  One  more  glass,  Mistress  Blanch,  and  I 
shall  be  better  company.    'Twill  make  me  loving. 

Blanch.  Nay,  then,  you  shall  not  have  a  drop. 

Sams.  1  will : — and  so  shall  you  too.  (jilting  the 
glass)  Who  knows  but  it  may  make  you  the  same. 

Blanch.   You  are  wond'rous  familiar,  Mr.  Lout. 

Sams.  I  would  not  willingly  offend.  I  will  en- 
deavour at  more  respect.  My  humble  duty  to 
you.     tdrinks.) 

Blanch.  I  would  counsel  you  to  be  cautious  of 
drinking,  Samson.  Consider  where  you  are.  We 
are  now,  remember,  in  Sir  Edward  Mortimer's 
Lodge. 

Sams.  In  the  Butler's  room;— where  drinking 
has,  always,  a  privilege.   (Jills.) 

Blanch.   What,  another ! 

Sams.  wS  not  fear.  Twill  not  make  me  fa- 
miliar again.  "My  lowly  respects  to  .you.  (drinks) 

This 
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This  same  old  Winterton's  wine  has  a  marvellous 
choice  flavour.  I  wonder  whether  'twas  smuggled. 

Blanch.  Should  you  totter  with  this,  now,  in 
the  morning,  'twould  go  nigh  to  shake  your  office 
to  the  foundation,  before  night.  My  Lady  would 
never  pardon  you. 

Sams.  *Twould  be  hard  to  turn  me  adrift,  for 
getting  drunk,  on  the  second  clay  of  my  service. 

Blanch.  Truly,  I  think  'twould  be  reason  suffi- 
cient. 

Sains.  'Twould  not  be  giving  a  man  a  fair  trial. 
How  should  she  know  but  I  intend  to  be  sober  for 
a  year  after? 

Blanch.  How  should  she  know,  indeed !  or  any 
one  else,  who  has  heard  of  your  former  rogueries. 

Sams.  Well,  the  worst  fault  I  had  was  being  a 
sportsman. 

Blanch.  A  sportsman!  out  on  you, rogue!  you 
were  a  poacher. 

Sams.  Aye,  so  the  rich  nick-name  us  poor  bro- 
thers of  the  field ;  and  lay  us  by  the  heels,  when  we 
do  that  for  hunger  which  they  practice  for  amuse- 
ment. Cannot  I  move  you  to  take  a  thimble-full, 
this  cold  morning? 

Blanch.  Not  a  drop,  1. 

Sums.  Hark!  I  think  I  hear  old  Winterton  co- 
ming back.  By  our  lady,  Mistress  Blanch,  we 
have  made  a  desperate  hole  in  the  bottle,  since  he 
left  us. 

Blanch.  We !  why,  you  slanderous  rogue,  I  have 
not  tasted  it.  , 

Sams.   No — 'tis  not  he. 

Blanch.  No  matter;  he  will  be  back  on  the  in- 
stant. Leave  this  idle  guzzling,  if  you  have  any 
shame.  Think  we  are  attending  madam  Helen, 
in  her  visit  toSir  Edward,  on  his  sudden  sickness, 

Think, 
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Think,too,on  the  confusion  from  Wilford's  flight. 
Is  it  a  time  for  you,  sot,  to  tipple,  when  the  whole 
house  is  in  distress,  and  melancholy? 

Sams.  Alas1.  I  have  too  tender  a  heart,  Mistress 
Blanch;  and  have  need  of  somewhat,  in  the  midst 
of  this  sorrow,  to  cheer  my  spirits. 

Blanch.  This  wine  will,  shortly,  give  your  pro- 
fessions of  amendment  the  lie. 

Sams.  Let  it  give  me  the  lie :  'Tis  an  affront  I 
can  easily  swallow.  Come,  a  bargain; — an  you  will 
take  one  glass  with  me,  I  will  give  over. 

Blanch.  Well,  on  that  condition 

Sams.  Agreed ;  for  that  will  just  finish  the  bot- 
tle, {fills)  I  will  drink  no  health,  now,  but  of 
thy  giving. 

Blanch.  Then,  listen,  and  edify. — May  a  man 
never  insult  a  woman  with  his  company,  when 
drunkenness  has  made  him  a  brute. 

Sams.  "With  all  my  heart : — But  a  woman  knows 
that  man  may  be  made  a  brute,  when  wine  is 
clean  out  of  the  question.  Eh?  Here  comes  the 
old  man,  in  real  earnest. 


Enter  Adam  Winter  ton. 

Wint.  Well,  I  am  here  again. — What,  madcap? 
— In  truth,  I  have  a  world  of  care.  Our  good 
master  taken  ill,  on  the  sudden; — Wilford  flown: 
— a  base,  ungrateful  boy!— one  that  I  was  so 
fond  of: — and  to  prove  such  a  profligate !  I  be- 
gan to  love  the  young  villain,  like  my  own  child. 
I  had  mark'd  down  the  unfortunate  boy,  in  my 
last  testament:  I  had— Bless  me!  my  cold  is 
wond'rous  troublesome  to  my  eyes,  this  morning. 

Ah!  'tis  a  wicked  world ) but  old  Winterton 

keeps 
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keeps  a  merry  heart,  still.  Do  I  not,  pretty  mistress 
Blanch?  < 

Blanch,  I  hope  you  do,  Adam. 

Wint.  Nay,  on  second  thought,  I  do  not  keep 
it;  for  thou  has  stolen  it  from  me,  tulip1. — ha! 
good  ifaith! 

Sams.  Ha!  ha!— Well  ifaith  that  is  a  good  jest! 
ha!  ha! 

Wint.  Dost  think  so,  varlet?  •'  Thou  hast  sto- 
len it  from  me,  tulip!"  Well,  it  was;  it  was  ex- 
ceeding pleasant,  by  St.  Thomas!  Heigho!  I 
must  e'en  take  a  glass  to  console  me.    One  cup  to 

reh!  mercy  on  me!  why  the  liquor  has  flown. 

Ha!  the  bottle  has  leak'd, haply. 

Sams.  Yes,  sir: — I  crack' d  that  bottle,  myself, 
in  your  absence. 

Wint.  Crack'd!  Why  what  a  careless  goose 
art  thou!  these  unthrifty  knaves'— ah!  times  are 
sadly  changed,  for  the  worse,  since  1  was  a  boy. 

Blanch.  Dost  think  so,  Adam? 

Wint.  Question  any  man,  of  my  age,  and  he 
will  say  the  same.  Domesticks  never  broke  bot- 
tles in  queen  Elizabeth's  time.  Servants  were 
better  then; — aye,  marry,  and  the  bottles  were  bet- 
ter bottles,  'lis  a  degenerate  world!  Well; 
heigho ! 

Blanch.  Why  dost  sigh  thus,*  Adam  ? 

Wint.   In  truth,  this  is  a  heavy  a  day  for  me! 

Blanch.  I  hope  not,  Adam.  Come,  come, 
things  are  not  so  bad,  1  warrant  thee.  You  have 
long  drank,  smilingly,  of  the  cup  of  life,  Adam ; 
and,  when  a  good  man  takes  his  potion  without 
murmuring,  Providence  seldom  leaves  the  bitter- 
est drop  at  the  bottom.  What  is  the  matter, 
Adam? 

Wint. 
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Wint.  Alas!  nothing  but  evil.  These  attacks 
come  on  our  worthy  master  as  thick  as  hail,  and 
weaken  him,  daily.  He  has  been  grievous  ill,  in 
the  night,  poor  soul ;  and  ne'er  slept  a  wink  since 
I  brought  him  the  news. 

Blanch.  What  news,  good  Adam? 

Wint.  Why  of  Wilford's  flight.— A  reprobate! 
The  shock  of  his  baseness  has  brought  on  Sir  Ed- 
ward's old  symptoms, 

Blanch.   What  call  you  his  old  symptoms? 

WinU  The  shiverings,and  trembling  fits,  which 
have  troubled  him  these  two  years.  I  begin  to  think 
the  air  of  this  forest  doth  nourish  agues.  I  can 
never  move  him  to  drink  enough  of  canary.  I 
think,  in  my  conscience,  I  had  been  aguish  myself, 
in  these  woods,  had  I  not  drank  plenty  of  canary. 

Sams.  Mass,  when  I  am  ill,  this  old  boy  shall  be 
my  apothecary.  (aside. 

Blanch.  Well,  well,  he  may  mend.  Do  not  fan- 
cy the  worst,  ere  worse  arrives,  Adam. 

Wint.  Nay,  worse  has  arrived,  already. 

Blanch.   Aye1,  marry  how? 

Wint.  Wilford's  villainy.  Sir  Edward  says,  he 
has  proofs  of  the  blackest  treachery  against  him. 

Blanch.   Indeed  \ 

Wmt.  It  chills  my  oid  blood  to  think  on't!  I  had 
mark'  d  out  the  boy,  as  a  boy  of  promise;  a  learn- 
ed boy !  He  had  the  backs  of  all  the  books  in  our 
library  by  heart:  and  now  a  hue  and  cry  is  after 
him.  Mercy  on  me!  if  the  wretched  lad  be  taken, 
Sir  Edward  will  bring  him  to  the  charge.  We 
none  know  what  'tis  yet;  but  time  will  shew. 

Blanch.  You  surprise  me!  Wilford  turn  dis- 
honest! I  could  scarce  have  credited  this;  and 
after  two  years  trial,  too! .  , 

Sams,   O,  monstrous !  to  turn  rogue  after  two 

yean 
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years  trial!  Had  it  happen'd  after  two  days,  in- 
deed, 'twere  not  to  be  wonder'd  at. 

Enter  a  Servant.     * 

Serv.  Mr.  Winterton,  there  is  a  young  woman 
of  the  forest,  would  speak  with  you. 

Wint.  Out  on't !  These  cottagers  time  their 
business  vilely.     Well,  bid  her  come  in,  Simon. 

Serv.  And,  Mistress  Blanch,  your  lady  would 
see  you  anon,  in  the  breakfast  parlour.         (Exit. 

Blanch.  I  come  quickly.  Be  not  cast  down, 
now,  Adam;  keep  thy  old  heart  merry,  still. 

Wint.  Ha !  in  truth,  I  know  not  well,  now,  what 
would  mend  my  spirits. 

Blanch.  What  think  you  of  the  kiss  I  promised? 

Wint.  Ah,  wag!  go  thy  way.  Od!  thou  hast 
nimble  legs.  Had  I  overtaken  thee,  yesterday— 
Ah !  well,  no  matter. 

Blanch.  Come,  J.  will  not  leave  thee  comfortless, , 
in  these  sad  times.  Here; — here  is  my  hand, 
Adam. 

Wint.  Thou  wilt  shew  me  a  light  pair  of  heels 
again,  now. 

Blanch.  No,  in  faith.  Come;  'tis  more  than  I 
would  offer  to  every  one.    Take  it, 

Wint.  That  I  will,  most  willingly.  (Kisses  her 
hand.) 

Blanch.  Do  not  play  the  rake  now,  and  boast  of 
my  favours;  for  I  am  told  there  is  a  breed  of 
puppies  will  build  stories,  to  a  simple  girl's  preju- 
dice, on  slighter  encouragement  than  this.  Be 
not  you  one  of  those  empty  coxcombs,  and  so 
adieu,  Adam.  (Exit. 

Wint.  Nay,  I  was  never  given  to  vaunt.  'Sbudl 
if  I  had,  many  a  tale  had  been  told,  sixty  years  back, 

of 
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of  young,  ni5y  Adam  Winterton.— Eh!  wny  what 
dost  thou  titter  at,  scape£T2Cf ? 

Sams.  I,  sir? — Not  I.  (smothering  a  faugh. 

Wint.  I  had  forgot  this  varlet.    Pestilence  Otrtf 
Should  this  knave  prate  of  my  little  gallantry,  l 
tremble  for  the  good  name  of  poor   Mistress 
Blanch! 

Enter  Barbara. 

Barb.  May  I  come  in,  good  your  worship? 

Wint.  Aye,  marry,  that  thou  may'st,  pretty  one. , 
—Well,  though  many  things  have  declined,  since 
I  was  a  boy,  female  beauty  keeps  its  rank  still.    I 
do  think  there  be  more  pretty  women,  now,  than' 
there  were  in  Queen  Elizabeth's  reign.  , 

Sams.  Flesh  !  this  is  our  Barbara.  (aside, 

Wint.  Well,  and  what  wouldst  have,  sweet  one, 

with  old  Adam? Eh  !  by  St.  Thomas,  why' 

thou  art  she  I  have  seen,  ere  now,  with  Wilford.  4 

Barb.  Beseech  you,  tell  me  where  he  is,  sir. 

Wint.    Alas,   -child*    he's    gone; — flown!  Eh! , 
what — why,  art  not  well,  child? 

Barb.  Nothing,  sir  ;< . — I  only 1  hoped 

he  would  have  calTd  at  our  cottage,  ere  he  quit-  ? 
ted  the  forest.  Is  there  no  hope  that  he  may  come  ; 
back,  sir?  < 

Wint.  None,  truly;  except  force  bring  him  back* 
Alas,  child!  the  boy  has  turn'd  out  naught;  and  ■ 
justice  is  dogging  him  at  the  heels. 

Barb.  What  Wilford,  sir? — my  poor — O,  sir,  > 
my  heart  is  bursting!   I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 
Had  he  pass'd  our  cottage  in  his  flight,  I  would 
have  ran  out,  and  followed  him  all  the  world  over. 

Wint.  To  see  what  love  will  do!  Just  so  did 
Jane  Blackthorn  take  on  for  me,  when  Sir  Mar- 

F  '    maduke 
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madulss  carried  me  to  J-ondon,  in  ft-  *ir<T 


»«.«>. 


jferfc  Bescer^  y5u,  forgive  me,  sir!  I  only 
csnie  to  make  inquiry,  for  I  had  heard  a  strange 
ale,  I  would  not  have  my  sorrows  make  me 
'troublesome  to  your  worship, 

Wint.  To  me?  poor  wench?  nay,  that  thou  art 
not.  I  trust,  child,  I  ne'er  turn'd  a  deaf  ear,  yet, 
to  thp  unfortunate.  'Us  man's  oflice  to  listen  to  " 
the  sorrows  of  a  woman,  and  do  all  he  can  to 
soothe  them.  Come,  come,  dry  thy  tears, 
chicken ! 

Barb.  I  looked  to  have  been  his  wife,  shortly, 

sir.    He  was  as  kind  a  youth and,  I  am  sure, 

he  wanted  not  gratitude.    I  have  heard  him  talk 
of  you,  as  you  were  his  father,  sir. 

Witt.  Did  he?  Ah!  poor  lad.  Well,  he  had 
good  qualities;  but,  alas!  he  is  now  a  reprobate, 
Poor  boy!  To  think,  now,  that  he  should  speak 
kindly  of  the  old  man,  behind  his  back! 

Barb.  Alas,  this  is  the  second  flight,  to  bring 
unhappiness  to  our  poor  family ! 

Wint.    The  second!  How  do'st  mean,  wench? 

Parb.  My  brother,  sir,  left  our  cottage,  sudden- 
ly, yesterday  morning;  and  we  have  no  tidings  of 
him  since. 

Sams.  Loyou,  now,  where  he  stands,  to  glad  the 
hearts  of  his  disconsolate  relations!  Sister  Bar- 
bara, why  dost  not  know  me? 

Barff.  Eh!  No; — sure  it  can't  ■  Brother 
Samson  I 

Sams.  Mr.  Samson  ;-r-Head  serving-man  to  the 
Lady  Helen,  of  the  New  Forest. 

garb.  O,  the  fortune!  can  it  be!  what  gain'd 
thee. so  good  a  place,  Samson?       | 

Sams. 
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Sams.  Merit.  I  had  no  interest  to  back  me. 
Mine  is  a  rare  case ;  I  was  promoted  on  the  score 
of  my  virtues. 

Wtnt.  Out  upon  thee !  thy  knaveries  have  been 
the  talk  of  the  whole  forest ;  and  fumish'd  daily 
food  for  conversation. 

Sums.  Truly,  then,  conversation  has  fared  bet- 
ter upon  them  than  1.  But  my  old  character  is 
laid  aside,  with  my  old  jerkin.    1  am  now  exalted.    « 

WinU  An  I  have  any  forecast,  in  destiny,  friend, 
thou  bidst  fair,  one  day,  to  be  more  exalted. — ' 
Hai  good  i'laith! — Come,  you  must  to  the  kitchen, 
knave.  I  must  thither,  myself,  to  give  order  for 
the  day. 

Barb.  Must  I  return  home,  then,  your  worship, 
with  no  tidings? 

Wint.  Ah!  Heaven  help  me!  whathavock  doth 
wanton  Cupid  make  with  us  all !  Well,  tarry  about 
the  house,  with  thy  brother ;  we  may  hear  some- 
what, haply,  anon.  Take  care  of  thy  sister,  knave; 
and  mark  what  I  have  said  to  thee. — M  Thou 
bidst  fair  one  day  to  be  more  exalted."  Ha!  wellf 
it  was  exceeding  pleasant,  by  St.  Thomas! 

(Exiu 

Sams.   Well,  Barbara,  and  how  fares  father?       * 

Barb.    He  has  done  nought  but  chide,  since  you  ^ 
disappear'd,  Samson.    It  has  sour'd  him  with  us 
all. 

Sams.   Well,  I  will  call  soon,  and  set  all  even.      . 

Barb*  Will  you,  brother? 

Sams.  I  will.  Bid  him  not  be  cast  down.  I 
will  protect  the  Rawbold  family. 

Barb.  Truly,  brother,  we  are  much  in  need  of 
protection. 

Sams.   Do  hot  fear.   Lean  upon  my  power.   I 
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am  head  of  all  the  male  domesticks,  at  madam 
Helen's. 

Barb.  O,  the  father!— of  all!  and  how  many  be 
there,  brother?  .  • 

Sams.  Why,  truly,  not  so  many  as  there  be  at 
the  Lodge,  here.  But  I  have  a  boy  under  me,  to 
chop  wood,  and  draw  water. 

Barb.  The  money  we  had,  from  Sir  Edward's 
bounty,  i$  nearly  gone,  in  payment  of  the  debt  our 
father  owed.  You  know  he  had,  shortly,  been  im- 
prison'd,  else. 

Sams.  My  stock  is  somewhat  low,  too. — But, 
no  matter.  Keep  a  good  heart.  1  am  now  a 
rising  man.    I  will  make  you  all  comfortable. 

Barb.    Heaven  bless  you  Samson ! 

Sams.  In  three  months,  I  look  for  a  quarter's 
wages;  and  then  Dick  shall  have  a  shirt.  I  must, 
now,  take  you  roundly  to  task. 

Barb.    Me,  brother! 

Sams.  Aye,  marry.  You  would  throw  your- 
self away  on  this  Wilford'; — who,  as  the  story 
goes,  is  httle  better  than  the  devil's  own  imp. 

Barb.    O,  brother!  be  not  so  uncharitable.    I 
know  not  what  is  against  him,  but  he  has  not 
een  heard,  yet.  Consider,  too,-— were  all  our  ac- 
ions,  at  home,  to  be  sifted,  I  fear  me,  we  might 
not  escape  blameless. 

Sams.  Aye,  but  he,  it  seems,  is  falling,  and 
we  are  upon  the  rise;  and  that  makes  all  the  dif- 
ference. Mass !  howfgingerly  men  will  sift  the 
faults  of  those  who  are.  getting  up  hill  in  the 
world:  and  what  a  rough  shake  they  give  those 
who  are  going  downward !  * 

Barb.  I  would  not  be  one  of  those  sifters,  bro- 
ther. 

Sams. 
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Sams.  No, — I  warrant,  now,  thou  wouldst 
marry  this  vagabond. 

Barb.  That  I  would,  brother.  He  has  cheer'd 
me  in  my  distress,  and  I  w.  uld  sooner  die  than 
leave  him,  now  he  is  unfortunate.. 

Sams     Ha-t  thou  no  respect  for  the  family? 
Thou  wilt  bring  endless  disgrace  on  the  name  of* 
Rawbold.    Shame  on  you;  to  take  away  from 
our  reputation,  when  we  have  so  little- 

Barb.  1  thought,  brother,  you  would  have 
shewn  more  pity  for  your  poor  sister. 

Sams.  Tush!  Love's  a  mere  vapour. 

Barb.    Ah?  brother!  v     ■ 

DUET. 
Samson,  and  Barbara. 

y  . 

Barbara 

'  From  break  of  the  morning,  were  I  with  my  lore, 
I'd  talk  till  the  evening  drew  nigh; 
And,  when  the  day  did  dote, 
I'd  ting  him  to  repose,     ■ 
And  tune  my  lore  a  lullaby. 

II. 

Samson. 

From  break  of  the  morning,  were  I  with  my  lore* 
O !  long  ere  the  evening  drew  nigh. 

Her  talk  would  make  me  doze, 
Till  the  musick  of  my  nose      „•«    • 
Would  play  my  lore  a  lullaby. 

III.       - 

Barbara.    . 

'  f  » 

Our  children  around  ut,  I'd  look  on  my  lore. 

Each  moment  in  rapture  would  fly. 
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But  love  i  % 
When  the  brati 
And  a  wife  it  $c 

|    ftdfi     Tiiim  In  i  ill  n  iln  mi  iniii^jnn r.FuuafJ 

•  $*      SCENE  Yj/i    A   Room  in  Sir  Edward  Mortis 
J>  r         /  MERts  Lodge,     2/J  (? 

Mortimer,  and  Helen,  discover  d.Jtrfb?* #«  &>***  ts 

*  //*/.  Sooth,you  look  better  now;  indeed  you  do.  S^ 

Mori.  Thou'rt  a  sweet  flatterer  1  * 

HeL  Ne'er  trust  me,  then, 
/        i     If  I  do  flatter.    This  is  wilfulness.-^ 
/  S/tltj  Thou  wilt  be  sick,  because  thou  wilt  be  sick. 
|//«-''i^tC  JUl-iaugh  away  this  fancy,  Mortimer. 

J  ia.  MuU  What  sculdot  theu  doj  ttelmgb  |iwy» 
my  sickness  ?  '^r 

H$L  I'll  mimick  the  physiciap^-wise  and  dull,— 
With  cane  at  nose,  and  no^wnphatical,    • 
Portentous  in  my  sUenpe*;  feel  your  pulse, 
With  an  owl's  face^tfiat  shall  express  as  much 
As  Galen's  hepdTcut  out  in  wood,  and  gilt, 
nvpP^°  aaothflcaiyli 


Mart.  And  what  wouldst  thou  prescribe  ?  t 

H<?/.  I  would  distil 
Each  flower  that  lavish  happiness  produced, 
a  Through  the  world's  paradise,  ere  Disobedience    i 
-%  Scatter'd  the  seeds  of  care ;  then  mingle  each, 
\'i  In  one  huge  cup  of  comfort  for  thee,  love, 
,  vv      To  chase  away  thy  dulness.  Thou  shouldst  wan* 
ton 
Upon  the  wings  of  Time,  and  mock  his  flight,  .  n 
V    •    \'   '      ■'  "-   "  '■'■  '  '*'  ''  As 

'(-;    '       '        '         '         •    ■'' 


v5'   ^r/jTl  /fi*^*   tttj/tf^  «ce<nt 
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As  he  sail'd  with  thee  tow'rd  Eternity. 

I'd  have  each  hour,  each  minute  of  thy  life, 

A  golden  holiday ;  and  should  a  cloud 

O'ercast  thee,  be  it  li^t  as  gossamer, 

That  Helen  might  disperse  it  with  her  breath, 

And  talk  thee  into  sunshine  !      /    y/r  r ,    ^  , 

Mori.   Sweet,  sweet  Helen  !    (  ^ / 'f  7     _ 
Death,  soften'd  with  thy  voice,  might  dull  his 

sting, 
And  steep  his  darts  in  balsam.     Oh !  my  Helen, 
These  warnings  which  that  grisly  monarch  sends, 
Forerunners  of  his  certain  visitation, 
Of  late,  are  frequent  with  me.    It  should  seem 
I  was  not  meant  to  live  long. 

//o»/i    Moptimcf! 

My  Mortimer !  You- Oh !  for  Heaven's  sake, 

Do  not  talk  thus  !  You  chill  me.   You  are  well ; 
Very  well. — You  give  way; — Oh,  Mortimer ! 
Banish  these  fantasies.    Think  on  poor  Helen  ! 

Mort.  Think  on  thee,  Helen  ? 

Hei   Aye ;  but  not  think  thus. 
You  said,  my  Mortimer,  my  voice  could  soothe, 
In  the  most  trying  struggle. 

Mort.   Said  I  so  ? 
Yet,  Helen,  when  my  fancy  paints  a  death-bed, 
I  ever  place  thee,  foremost,  in  the  scene, 
To  make  the  picture  touching.     After  man 
Is  summoned,  and  has  made  up  hjs  account. 
Oh  1  'tis  a  bitter  after-reck'ning,  when    , 
His  pallid  lips  receive  the  last,  sad  kiss, 
Fond,  femate  anguish  prints!  Then,  Helen,then, — 
Then  comes  man's  agony !    To  leave  the  object 
He  sheltered  in  his  heart,  grief  struck,  and  nelp- 

•less! 

To  grasp  her  hand  j  to  fix  his\  hollow  eye 

Upon  hop  foca,  ftnd  mwU  hor  mwU  decpatg;         j 

•        •  .    Till 
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lTill"ihi  but  fluuu  uf  Lis  4tlif 
Hurries  him  hence,  for 

HeL  Oh!  for 
Whit  h.vva  ldrnttiSTthat yon         fhmk  mtohwim 

M—fc  *Kfy  Hsiea  I 


HeL  I  did  not  mem  te  weep.    Oh,  Mortimer, 
I  could  not  talk  so  cruelly  to  you! 
I  would  not  pain  you,  thus,  for  worlds ! 

Mort.  Nay,  come;  .  .  "\ 

I  meant  not  this.     I  did  not  mean  to  say 
There's  danger  now ;  but  'tis  the  privilege 
Of  sickness  to  be  grave,  and  moralize 
On  that  which  sickness  brings.     I  prithee,  now, 
Be  comforted.   Believe  me,  1  shall  mend; 
I  feel  I  shall,  already. 

HeL   Do  you,  Mortimer  ? 
Do  you,  indeed,  feel  so? 

Mort.  Indeed,  I  do. 

HeL  I  knew  you  would: — I  said  it.  Did  I  not? 


1 
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I'll  play  the  nurse  to  day; — and,  then,  to-morrq\j 

You  shall  not  brood  at  home,  as  you  are 

But  we  will  ride  together,  through 

You  must  have  exercise.     Ohl  \sitw  mate  you 

Fresh  as  the  summer  dew-dppjJjard  as  healthy 

As  ruddy  Labour,  springing  from  his  bed, 

To  carol  o'er  the 

Moif.  Deare^prattler! 
Men  wouktmeet  sickness  witha  smiling  welcome, 
AVara<uT  woo'd  back  to  health  thuo  prcttilyi       i 


I&t+l  see  it  in  your  looks,  now,  you  are  .better. 

Mort.  Scarce  possible,  so  suddenly ! 

HeL   O,  yes; 
There  is  no  little  movement  of  your  face 
But  1  can  mark,  on  the  instant ; — 'tis  my  study. 
I  have  so  gazed  upon  it,  that,  I  think, 
,"  I  can 


**  •-.. 


w 


A    PLAY.  83 


I  can  interpret  ev'ry  turn  it  has, 
And  read  yourin.uost  soul. 

Mort.   What? 

Helen,   Mercy  on  me      // 
Yon  change  again.  '  *  *   , 

fe     Mort.    Twas  nothing.     Do  not  fear ; 

These  little  shocks  are  usual. — 'Twill  not  last. 
/*    Helen.   Would  yiu  could  shake  them  off! 
^    Mcrt.   I  would  1  could! 

J I  el.    1?  rsnl  ra  it,  then  j  and  tho  ■  bam  resolution. 
Will  bring  the  gemcdyi     Rnlly  youp  Bpii'itof 
I  prithee,  now,  endeavour. — This  young  man, 
This  boy — this  Wiiord— he  has  been  ungrateful; 
But  do  not  let  his  baseness  wear  you  thus. 
Ev'n  let  bim  go.  \ 

Mort.  I'll  hunt  him  through  the  world! 

Hel.  Why,  look  you  there  now!   Pray  be  calm. 

Mort.  Well,  ^eli; 
I  am  too  boisterous :  "lis  my  unhappiness 
To  seem  most  harsh  where  1  wouldshew  most  kind. 
The  world  has  maue  me  peevish.— This  same  boy 
Has  somewhat  moved  me. 

Hel.   He's  beneath  your  care. 
Seek  him  not  now,  to  punish  him.    Poor  wretch! 
He  carries  that  away,  within  his  breast, 
Which  will  embitter  all  his  life  to  come, 
And  make  him  curse  the  knowledge  on't. 

Mort.   The  knowledge!—— 

Has  he,  then,  breathed? —Carries  within  his  % 

breast! 
What  does  he  know  ? 

Hel.  His  own  ingratitude. 

Mort.  O, — very  true. 

Hel.  Then  leave  him  to  his  conscience.  \ 

If  in  n  ntnrpinn.  irnt  try  Prv""i  itself) 

hidrlrn  mmm;  ■  rl— '"j  -»:11  ntmnmj 
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Qf  mo  it  in  loadfliopt  dropping  en  the  hetPli 
i  aybialiii  and  m  aigh  it  dowm  Believe  me,  love, 
There  is  no  earthly  punishment  so  great, 
To  scourge  an  evil  act,  as  man's  own  conscience, 
To  tell  him  he  is  guilty. 
i  Mart.  *Tis  a  hell! 

I  pray  you  talk  no  more  on't. — 1  am  weak  $— 
I  did  not  sleep  last  night. 

Helen.   Would  you  sleep  now  ? 

Mart.  No,  Helen,  no.    1  tire  thy  patient  sweeN 
ness.  * 

Helen.   Tire  me!  nay,  that  you  do  not.    -Von 

Hsw  often  I  hftMo  qgt  bpyein  a  ft  J  *iatcTiTd, 
Fanning  the  busy  sin^u^r-flics  away, 
rjJUtMihe|   uliuUlU'"<J^le  yfrar  ohimbot*     Who 
comes  here? 

Enter  Wintertok- 

What  Winterton!   How  dost  thou,  old  acquain- 
tance ? 
How  do'st  thou,  Adam? 

Wint.    Bless  your  goodness,  weB. 
Is  my  good  master  better? 

Helen.   Somewhat',  Adam. 

Wint.   Now,  by  our  lady,  I  rejoice  to  hear  it! 
I  have  a  message 

Helen.   Q,  no  business  now! 

Wint*  Nay,  so  I  said.   Quoth  I,  his  honour's 
sick; 
Perilous  sick!  but  the  rogue  press'd,  and  press'd; 
I  could  refuse  no  longer.  -   Out  upon  »*^m  I 
Tha  iravletG  knew  old«  MSnUrfcea's  gaodnafcuFei 
-TifT  my^rrnli  girlft 

Helen.   Who  has  thus  importuned  you? 

Wint,  To  say  thetru tjb,  a  most  ili-favour'd  varlet. 
*  But 
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But  he  will  speak  to  none  but  to  his  worship. 
I  think  'tis  forest  business. 

Mort.    O,  not  -now : 
Another  time  ;— to  morrow; — when  he  will. 
J  am  unfit. — They  tease  me! 

WinL    Ev'n  as  you  please,  your  worship.    1 
should  think, 
From  what  he  dropt,  he  can  give  some  account 
Of  the  poor  boy. 
.  Mort.  OfWilford?   '  (starting  uh.) 

Whit.   Troth,  I  think  so. 
The  knave  is  shy;  but  Adam  has  a  head. 
Mort.   Quick;  send  him  hither  on  the  instant! 
Haste! 
Fly,  Adam,  fly!        > 

Wini.    Well  now,  it  glads  my  heart 
To  hear  you  speak  so  briskly.  r 

Mort.    Well,  despatch!  X  ^ 
Wint.   1  go.     Heaven  bless  you  both!    Heaven 

send  you  well,  *-  *> 

And  merry  days  may  come  again.  J£**t*%$_6? 

//*£~Tfear,  this  busi&ess"  may  distract  youMor^Y"^     -- 
timer:  J 

I  would  you  would  defer  It,  till  to-morrow. 
Mort,  Not  so,  sweet.    Do  not  fear.   I  prithee, 
now, 
Let  me  have  way  in  this.     Retire  awhile; 
I  Anon,  Fll  come  to  thee.  -   *\ 

}      Hei.   Pray  now,  be  careful. 
j  I  dread  these  agitations.   Pray,  keep  <  aim,  5 

_Now  do  not  tarry  lone.    Adieu,  my  Mortimer!    I    . 
~Mort.   Farewel,  awhile,~"sweetr" 
He/.  Since  it  must  be  so,—*-  tmt 

Farewel!  {Exit  Helen.  JLff 

Mori*  Dear,  simple  innocence'!  ffjrjsttords  o^\ 

<T^5mJotty    Q    ;>  1/    [i 

*>/   nrt**/pVf>t        Pour 


/ 
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Pour  oil  upon  mjrfiresJ  Methoiight  her  eye, 
When  first  she  spake  of  conscience,  shot  a  glance 
Like  her  dead  uncle  on  me.     Well,  for  Wilford ! 
That  slave  can.  play  the  Parthian  with  my  fame, 
And  wound  it  while  he  flies.  Bring  him  before  me, 
Place  me  the  runagate  within  my  gripe, 
And  I  will  plant  my  honour  on  its  base, 
Firmer  than  adamant,  tho'  hell  and  death 
Should  moat  the  work  with  blood! — Qh;  hew 

-   11      lll_    OA^ 

Engender  ain!    Thiuii  ruktiMfitk  tha  aoul, 
(1,  like  a  rock  dajbid^rn^Thetroubled  lake, 
will  formjj^etrtlesT  round  succeeding  round, 
ivkftfthan  the  

Enter  Orson, 


How  now !    What's  your  business? 

Ors.   Part  with  your  office  in  the  forest:  part 
Concerns  yourself  in  private. 

Mort.    How  myself? 

Ors.  Touching  a  servant  of  your  house ;  a  lad, 
Whose  heels,  1  find,  were  nimbler  than  his  duty. 

Mort.    Speak ;  what  of  him?  Quick; — Know 
you  where  he  is? 
Canst  bring  me  to  him? 

Ors.   To  the  very  spot, 

Mort.  Do  it. 

Ors.   Nay,  softly. 

Mort.  I'll  reward  you  j — amply; — 
Ensure  your  fortunes. 

Ors.   First  ensure  my  neck. 
*Twill  do  me  little  good,  else.    I've  no  heirs ; 
And,  when  I  die,  'tis  like  the  law  will  bury  me, 
At  its  own  charge. 

Mort.  Be  brief,  and  to  your  purpose. 

Ors, 
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Ors.  Then,  to  the  business  which  concerns  ydur 
office, 
Here,  in  the  forest. 

Mort.    Nay,  of  that  anon. 
First  of  my  servant. 

Ors.    Well,  ev*n  as  you  please. 
Tis  no  rare  thing ;  let  pubhek  duty  wait, 
Till  private  interests  are  settled.     But 
My  story  is  a  chain.     Take  all  together; 
Twill  not  unlink. 

Mort.    Be  quick  then.     While  we  talk, 
This  slave  escapes  me. 

Ors.    Little  fear  of  that. 
He's  in  no  plight  to  journey  far,  to-day. 

Mort.  "Where  is  ne  hid? 

Ors.   Hard  by;  with  robbers. 

Mort.    Robbers! 

Well,  I'm  glad  on't.   'Twill  suit  my  purpose  best. 

(aside.- 
— What,  has  he  turn'd  to  plunder? 

Ors.    No;  not  so. 
Plunder  has  turn'd  tohim.  He  was  knock'd  down, 
Last  night,  here,  in  the  forest;  flat  and  sprawling; 
And  the  milk-hearted  captain  of  our  gang 
Has  sheltered  him. 

Mort.   It  seems,  then,  thou'rt  a  thief. 

Ors.  I  served  in  the  profession:  but,  last  night, 
The  scurvy  rogues  cashier'd  me.     Twas  a  plot, 
To  ruin  a  poor  fellow  in  his  calling, 
And  take  away  my  means  of  getting  bread. 
I  come,  now,  in  revenge.   Til  hang  my  comrades, 
In  clusters,  on  the  forests  oaks,  like  acorns. 

Mori.    Where  lies  their  haunt  ? 

Ors.  Give  me  your  honour,  first.        ■    ■ 

Mort.  I  pledge  it,  for  your  safety. , 

Ots. 
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On.  Send  your  officers  r     .  _ , ;  V  .    O 

To  the  old  abbey  ruins;  you  will  find 
As  bold  a  gang  as  e'er  infested  woods, 
And  fatten'd  upon  pillage.  .  ;>.    »  ? 

Mart.    What,  so  near  me!  ^  «^  ■ 

In  some  few  minutes,  then,  he's  mine!*  Ho! 

Winterton!  •  *  -f 

Now  for  his  lurking  place !  •  Hope  dawns  again. 
Remain  you  here !   I  may  have  work  for  you. 

(to  Orson* 
O !  I  will  weave  a  web^so  intricate, 

For  this  base  insect !  so  entangle  him  ! 

Why,  Winterton  ! — Thou  jewel,  Reputation ! 

Let  me  secure  thee,  bright  and  spotless,  now, 

And  this  weak,  care-worn  body's  dissolution, 

Will  cheaply  pay  the  purchase !   Winterton!  *-  jr 

Ors.   There  may  be  danger  in  my  stay  here!    I 
will,  e'en,  slink  off,  in  the  confusion  I  have  raised. 
I  value  not  reward.     I  hang  my  comrades,  and  ^    . 
that  shall  content  me.  (Exit.jl/s 

J\\[J  AlIallmtheLfidzi.  //*!&.« 

JL^  Enter  Fitzhariuxg. 

Fitz.    Firrr  w*Mmg  Vamd*  H   rrl,Sn  !l  7J'  "  v,t 


m  een  and  Sickness  are  the  household  gods, 
n  thiii  my  hrnihir'ii'"!!  H     f       '   """* 
The  hue  and  cry  is  up  !  I  am  half  tempted 
i    '     f    \  To  wish  the  game  too  nimble  for  the  dogs, 
\    / //  ir*  That  hunt  him  at  the  heels./,  Dishonest !    U*H* 
jv:    *'  Til  neer  trust  looks  again.    His  face  hanga  oat 
iA  gaodly  ri^n  i  lint  m  -■i*T-s-J  :*  ntap% 


.*..  k  • 


<bt  'fJjx  tL — foz 
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». 

[Ulluy  iuuim,ualL  eggq  pihVil  uim,  nuiii'lci* 
Rank  bacon,  musty  beef, .and  ullnw  9*m&m     -J 
1  U  b«  deceived  wo  merer  -111  mix  with  none, 
In  future,  but  the  ugly:  honest  men, 
Who  can  out-grin  ri  Griffin  ;  or  the  head 
Carved  on  the  prow  of  the  good  ship,  the  Gorgon. 
I'm  for  carbuncled,  weather-beaten  faces, 
That  frighten  little  children,  and  might  serve 
For  knc)ckersj:ohaU-^tes:-r-Now;*->who  are  you? 

C /Z*  Enter  Samson.  / 

Sam.    Head  serving-man  to  madam  Helen,  sir, 
Fitz.  Well,  I  may  talk  to  thee ;  for  thou  doit 
answer 
To  the  description  of  the  sort  of  men 
I  have  resolved  to  live  with.  m 

Sam.   I  am  proud,  sir, 
To  find  I  have  your  countenance. 
*   Fttz.    Can'st  tell  me  ,   ' 
The  news  of  Wilford  ? 

Sam.    He  is  turn'd  a  rogue,  sir, 
An  errant  knave,  sir.    'Tis  a  rare  thing,  now, 
To  find  an  honest  servant : — We  are  scarce. 
Fitz.    Where  lies  the  Abbey,  where  they  go  to 
seek  him  ? 
Dost  know  it?  , 

Sam*    Marry,  do  I ;  in  the  dark. 
I  have  stood  near  it,  many  a  time,  in  winter, 
To  watch  the  hares,  by  moonlight. 
Fitz.   A  cold  pastime! 
Sam.   Aye,  sir ; 'twas  killing  work^    I've  left  | 

it  Off. 
Fitz  Think  you  they  will  be  back  soon  ? 
Sam.  On  the  instant :  y 

It  is  hard  by,  sir. — Hark!   I  hear  their  horses. 
They  are  returned,  I  warrant.  t 

Fitz. 
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.Fttx.    Run  you,  fellow; 
If  Wiiford's  taken,  send  him  here,  to  me* 
*«ZT*  Sam.   Why  he's  a  rogue,  sir.     Would  your 
worship  stoop 
To  parley  with  a  rogue ! 

Fitz.    Friend,  I  will  stoop 
To  prop  a  sinking  man,  that's  call'd  a  rogue, 
V  And  count  him  innocent,  'till  he's  found  guilty. 
I  learn 'd  it  from  our  English  laws,  where  Mercy- 
Models  the  weights  that  fill  the  scales  of  Justice ; 
And  Charity,  when  Wisdom  gives  her  sentence,    . 
Stands  by  to  prompt  her.     'Till  detection  comes, 
I  side  with  the  accused. 

Sam.    Would  I  had  known 
Your  worship  sooner.     You're  a  friend,  indeed ! 
AH  undiscovered  rogues  are  bound  to  pray  for 

you*: 
— So,  Heaven  bless  you ! 

Fitz.  Well,  well — bustle;  stir: 

Do  as  I  bid  thee.. 

Sam.    Aye  sir. — I  shall  lean 
Upon  your  worship  in  my  time  of  need. 
Heaven  reward  you! Here's  a  friend  to  make! 

Exit.j£r 
Fitz.   I  have  a  kind  of  movement,  stilJ,Tor 
Wilford, 
I  cannot  conquer.    What  can  be  this  charge ' 
Sir  Edward  brings  against  him  ? — Should  the  boy 
Prove  guilty  ! — Well ;  why  should  I  pity  guilt  ? 
Philosophers  would  call  me  driv'ler. — Let  them.1 
fhip  a  dsfsrtarj^nrj  PhiVirnphy 
Stands  by,  and  saysn>^Jerits 
Jut  wherefore  ahouh 


its  it.  That's  true :— ^1 
fosophy  take  snuff,  / 
fcrmher?.  Ji   riagtti Jam 


ten  the  poor  fjinfrrit  mmSmUm   A   pbgtti 
■    .  Stoiokot 
I  cannot  hoop  my  heart  about  with  iron, 

Like 
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Like  an  old  beer-butt.     I  would  have  the  vessel 

What  some  call  weak : — I'd  have  it  ooze  a  little. 

^elteT~conTp~a/sioh"sTioul3  be~seTabT0,Ich7' 

(  'Till  it  run^waste,  than  let  a  system-monger 

I  Bung  it  with  Logick ;    or  a  trencher  cap 

\BawT  out  his  ethicks  on  it,^iilHiis  thunder^ 

^Turns/all  the  liquor  soiif. ^^-f§o!  Here  he  comJ 

r    Enter  Wilford. 

Wilf  I  am  inform 'd  it  is  your  pleasure,  sir, 
To  speak  with  me. 

Fitz.   Aye,  Wilford.     I  am  sorry — i 
Faith,  very  sorry, — you  and  I  meet  thus. 
How  could  you  quit  my  brother  thus  abruptly? 
Who  ho  unkind  to  ynnP 


Wilf.    Most  bountiful. 
He  made  me  all  I  am. 
His  virtues  thick  as 
A  world  of 

Fttz.     'Juki  new  mode 


r  can  number 
owe  him,  sir, 


l  pa^mont  you  hove-takoni  ■   Whofefof e  fly  fr 

Wilf.    I  was  unfit  to  serve  him,  sir. 

Fitz.   Unfit! 

Wilf.   I  was  unhappy,  sir.     I  fled  a  house 
Where  certain  misery  awaited  me, 
While  I  was  doomed  to  dwell  in't. 

Fitz.    Misery! 
What  was  this  certain  misery  I 

Wilf  Your  pardon, — 
I  never  will  divulge. 

Fttz.  Indeed! 

Wilf.    No,  never. 
Pray  do  not  press  me.     All  that  leanoay 
Taj  *u*+  Tkwa  „  «»-nnir  in*1  Mgttdf  w*g 
^hirh  hart  rrtolvod  mir     Timer  :i-r-"":ViT" 

G  -Ul 


y 
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4  rnnnlri  ha  tnnqiiil  Mfc  I  feel  it,  sir, 
A  duty  to  myself  to  quit  this  roof. 

Fttz.  Harkye^  young  man.    This  smacks  of 
mystery; 
And  now  looks  foully.    Truth,  and  Innocence, 
Walk  round  the  world  in  native  nakedness; 
But  Guilt  is  cloak'd. 

Wilf    Whatever  the  prejudice 
My  conduct  conjures  up,  I  must  submit. 
Fitz.  *Twere  better  now  you  conjured  up  your 
friends : 

For  I  must  tell  you No  there  is  no  need. 

You  learn' d  it,  doubtless,  on  the  way,  and  know 
The  danger  you,  now,  stand  in. 

Wilf*    Danger,  sir ! 
What !  How  ?    I  have  learn  d  nothing,  sir ;  my 

guides 
Dragg'd  me  in  silence  hither. 
Fitz.   Then 'tis  fit 
•    I  put  you  on  your  guard.   It  grieves  me,  Wilford 
To  say  there  is  a  heavy  charge  against  you, 
Which,  as  I  gather,  may  affect  your  life. 
Wilf  Mine ! — O,  good  Heaven ! 
Fitz.   Pray  be  calm : — for,  soon, 
Here,  in  the  face  of  all  his  family, 
My  brother  will  accuse  you. 

Wi\f.   He!— What,  He! 
He  accuse  me!  O  monstrous!   O,  look  down 
You  who  can  read  men's  hearts !   ■     A  charge 

against  me ! 
Ha,  ha!    I'm    innocent!    I'm   innocent!   [much 
agitated,') 
Fitz.   Collect  your  firmness.    You  will  need  it 

all. 
Wilf.  I  shall,  indeed  I   I  pray  you  tell  me,  sir, 
.  What  is  the  charge? 

Fit*. 


±_ 
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Fitz.   I  do  not  know  it's  purport. 
I  would  not  hear  on't :  for  on  my  voice  rests 
yhe  issue  of  this  business; — and  a  judge 
Should  come  unbiassed  to  his  office.    Wilford, 
Were  twenty  brothers  waiting  my  award. 
You  should  have  even,  and  impartial  justice. 
■    Wilfi    Qj  you  aro  juot  1  I  would  all  men  were  so!' 

Fitz.   I  hope  most  men  are  so.    Rally 
thoughts. 
When  you  are  call'd  upon,  if  Truth 

o,       J    yOU> 

Sketch  out  your  story  with  hejnehaste,bold  pencil: 

If  Truth  should  fail  you,  AJ^uord,  even  take 

The  fairest  colours  humin  art  can  mix, 

To  give  a  glow  to^plausibility. 

*Tis  self-defence^;  and  'tis  allow'd,  when  man 

Must  battjfi'lt,  with  all  the  world  against  him. " 

iven  bless  you,  boy ! — that  is,  I  mean — 

— pohaw  I  plague  I 

—Farewell !  and  may  you  prosper !  (Exit   H  - 

Wilf,  TV*™,  ill  ™y  yr>v»v.ftii  j^mpm  irr  MigEPl     *" 

in  tha  budr^fih^breath  of  my  powerful  fmmmm* 

♦op  mm\  withsf  wtlfci     Let  me  recall  my  actions. 

— My  breast  is  unclogg'd  with  crime.  Thir  rfnryi 

w  to  fci  opon  \  ■  in  tmm  mm  of  the  world ,  ef  mm 

hmm — Then,  why  should  I  fear?  4  am  mmmm 

ff  a  happy  soil  where  Juotico  ^uardsj 

til  ^y  ;»t  pnnrent  ■nri  rirhnrt  inhihitint      Let 

him  inflict  his  menaces  upon  me,  in  secret ;  4at 

i  him  mmmwM  my  mm\d  and  hHy;  he  shall  not, 

cannot,  touch  my  good  name. 


OS 
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[r- Enter  Barbara.  : 

IjV  • 

Barb.    O.  Wilford!  (falls  on  hit  netkj 
Wilf.    Barbara!  at  such  a  time,  too  ■ 
Barb.  To  be  brought  back,  thus,  Wilfordf 
f^  and  to  go  away  without  seeing  me ;   without 

thinking  of  me ! 

Wilf.  It  was  not  so.— I  was  hastening  to  your 

cottage,  Barbara,  when  a  ruffian,  in  the  forest 

encounter1  d  and  wounded  me. 
Barb..  Wounded  you ! 


Wilfi    Pi  n 
yesternight,  o 
le  to  the  Abbey 
:our. 


Tir  noti  M  F  thought 

One  of  his  party  took 

and  gave  me  timely  sue- 

it  intluod  ae>,  WiU 


Wilf.  Aye,  Barbara.  When  I  was  dragg'd  hi- 
ther, the  whole  troop  escaped,  or  they  had 
vouch'd  for  the  truth  on't. 

mri>.    1  would  they  had/not  escaped.     For  all 
icre  say  that  you  had  ft/a  to  join  them. 

Wilf.   What!  join  ymh  robbers!  what  next 
m  charged  witi 

Barb.  Bethink  you,  Wilford — the  time  is  short : 

I  know  your  heart  is  good  ;  but — — 

-  Wilf.  -Bui  what?   Can    yen  yytt   it  j- tea, 
Barbara)  ^s00^ 

Barb.  O!  mine  is  so^^tnk'd  with  it,. that  I 
would  follow  youj)p6ugh  beggary,  through  pri- 
10ns,  Wilford. 


Wilf i  j>tfSii>'-  -Yhe  pound!  aowj  miVes-mo. 


Barb.   If  in  a  hasty  moment  you  have  done 

aught 


»  •  . 
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aught  to  wrong  Sir  Edward,  throw  yourself  on 
his  mercy  ; — sue  for  pardon. .  * 

Wilf    For  pardon!     I  shall  go  nad  ! JPardon*   ' 
lam  innocent.—  Heaven  kno\w  Ian?  innocent. 

Barb.  Heaven   he  thank*d.«—  fhe  family  is  all . 
summon 'd.     O,  Wilford!  my  spirits  sink  within 
me. 

Wilf.    (aside)  I  am,  now,  but  a  sorry  com- 
forter.— Come,   Barbara  ;  b?  trnnquili     You  yea  ■ 
idiubu.  Dun1!        'dun?i .  iau,DuibaiiO  (u^i>«W) 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.   You  must  attend  in  the  next  room.  „ 
Wilf.    What,  Walter,  is  it  you?    Pray  tell  me 

Serb.  Do  not  question  me.  I  liojd  no  dis- 
course with  any  of  your  stamp. 

Wilf.    Your  tone  is  strangely  changed  on  the 

I  sudden.     What  have  I  done?. 
Serv.   You   are   going   to   be    tried.    That's 
enough  for  me: 

Wilf.  I  might  rather  claim  your  pity  on  that 
score,  Walter. 

Serv.  What,  pity  a  man  that's  goihgto  ke  tri- 
ed ?    O,  monstrous ! 

Wilf.  Well,  fare  you  well.  I  will  not  upbraid 
you,  Walter.  You  have  many  in  the,  world  to 
countenance  you.  Blacken  well  your  neighbour, 
and  ni ne  in  ten  are  in  haste  to  cry  shame  upon 
him,  ere  he  has  time,  or  opportunity,  to  wipe 
oft  the  accusation.    I  follow  you.  ' 

Serv.   Do  so. 
I    3m+   ft  Wilford  1 


Wilf  Be  of  good  cheer.  I  go  arm'd  in  honesty, 
Barbara^!  caa  bmm&mtf  thing  i  gyanr  thing, 
n""ti  mnlrinrrrmi  thn  nnrtnnr  nr  mr  wifff ♦■— — ■ 
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CdEMt 

Barb.  Alas1-  1  tremble  for  his  safety ! — should 
they  tear  him  from  me  1-   ■  ■  ■■■ 

SONG, 

JUrBAEA. 

Down  by  the  river  there  grows  a  green  willow ; 

Sing  all  for  my  true  love !  my  true  love.  O ! 
Ill  weep  out  the  night  there,  the  bank  for  my  pillow} 

And  all  for  my  true  love,  my  true  love,  O! 
When  bleak  blows  the  wind,  and  tempests  are  beating. 
I'll  count  all  the  clouds,  as  I  mark  them  retreating. 
Tor  true  lovers'  jo>i.  well  a  day !  are  as  fleeting* 

Sing.  O  for  my  true  love.  &c. 
Maids  come,  in  pity,  when  I  am  departed! 

Sing  all  for  my  true  love.  &c.  '« 

When  dead,  on  the  bank,  X  am  found  broken  hearted. 

And  all  for  my  true  love.  &c.  .   . 

Make  roe  a  grave,  all  while  the  wind's  blowing. 
Close  to  the  stream,  where  my  tears  once  were  flowing ; 
And  over  my  corse  keep  the  green  willow  growing, 
Tis  all  for  my  true  Jove.  &c. 


AnAfiartment  in  the  Lodge. 

Fitzharding,  WuroRD,  and  various  domtsticks* 
discovered. — 3B55B5  §3S*X£im  WmTotiToir; 
Fitz.   Is  not  Sir  Edward  coming^Wam  ? 
-W'mU  AyQjtiry.  ■  "^ 

■Cut  be k  gumnm  ill.     Since  Wilford  camoy  < 


He  had  another  fit.; — But  he'll  be  here. 
Ah,  boy !  that  I  should  live  to  see  this  day ! 
I  have  a  merry  heart  no  longer  now. 
■    iWilf*  Gofflt)  maa  1  yon  bane  hfrn  pypt  Vind  ta 

Winu 


; 


* 

\  — ; : \^r 


a  zMMM^^^MM 
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-IFini.  -Httv'a  send  yi ti   nluic  j^a^g 

*IIiavtn  juid  iri 

— Worn    rnmnr  Si»  VJ,,,.     i       ^yuulj  ^  j  ^j 


l  wo* reign o  ago!1  /*       '     n       J 

/  /J    £«ter  Sir  Edward  Mortimer.  Ch^lnj  J+z+i 


Two  reign o  age  !■ 

J7/«.   Now,  brother.— You  look  pale,  * 

And  faint  with  sickness.    /$£^  ^  ^   tjlsn^.    A 

■ff'Vw»i    Hero'g  a  chair,  youg  woi'ahip.       >      w/J>K. 

J/«rf.   No  matter.— To  our  business,  biothe*. 

Wilford,  f 

You  may  well  guess  the  struggle  I  endure 
To  place  you  here  the  mark  of  accusation. 
I  gave  you  ample  warning :    caution'd  you, 
When  many  might  have  scourged:  and,  even  now, 
While  I  stand  here  to  crush  you, — aye,  to  crush    . 

you,— 
My  heart  bleeds  drops  of  pity  for  your  youth, 
Whose  rashness  plucks  the  red  destruction  down, 
And  pulls  the  bolt  upon  you. 
/£  -    Wilf.    You  know  best 

The  movements  of  your  heart,  sir.    Man  is  blind, 
And  cannot  read  them  ;  but  there  is  a  Judge, 
To  whose  all-seeing  eye  our  inmost  thoughts 
Lie  open.      Think  to  Him  you,  now,  appeal. 
Omniscience  keeps  Heaven's  register;  ... 

And,  soon  or  late,  when  Time  unfolds  the  book. i 
Our  trembling  souls  must  answer  to  the  record, 

/nd  meet  their  due  reward,  or  punishment. 
Fitz,    Now,  to  the  point,  I  pray  you. 
5"    Moru  Thus  it  is,  then. 
I  do  suspect — By  Heaven,  the  story  lingers.  . 

Like  poison,  on  my  tongue— ^but  he  will  forct " 
it— 


9*  THE  IRON  CHEST; 

,  />>*.  What  is  it  you  suspect?  v 

Mori. That  he  has  robb'd  iLe. 

i  Wilf.  i  Robb'dJ  I!  O,  horrible  1 

Fitz.  ^lnr  ypt.u  net  ypft 
Pray  tell  me  brother — i  will  be  impartial)—* 
Jfett  1  im  somewhat  moved.    Pray  ■  tell  jpjufcttj 

How  ground  you  this  suspicion? 

Mort.   Briefly,  thus.  j 

You  may  have  noticed,  in  my  library, 
A  chest  ( Wilford  starts) — You  see  he  changes  at 
...      ♦»    tEeword. 

Wtlf.\  And  well  I  may !  (aside. 

Mort.    Where  I  have  told  you,  brother, 
ITie  writings  whicji  concern  our  family, 
With  jewels,  cash,  and  other  articles, 
Of  no  mean  value,  were  deposited. 

Fitz.   You,  oftentimes, have  said  so. 

Mort.    Yesterday, 
Chance  call'd  me,  suddenly,  away ;  I  left 
The  key  in't — but  as  suddenly  return'd ; 
And  found  this  Wilford,' 
0m   ctfttoi 


Erhose  orphajj^rt^Tmct  pity  in  my  house, 
I'Lpky^gTuw  t»  friend jhip,  ■  )iim  Ifound, 
Fix'd  o'er  the  chest,  upon  his  knees,  intent, 


As  now  I  think,  on  plunderi/tinging  theft 

f^^laoliftg  -with  »iji;rittitttin  mi&nmmmA 
L^.iaoyrfisel  wh* -oholtord  himr   Confusion 


Shook  his  young  joints,  as  he  let  fall  the  Jid, 
And  gave  me  back  the  key. 

Fitz.   Did  you  not  search   } 
Your  papers  on  the  instant? 

Mort.   No: — for,  first, 
(Habit  so  long  had  fix'd  my  confidence) 
1  deem 'd  it  boy ish  curiosity;— 

'  .  But 


itftll 
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But  told  him  this  would  meet  my  further  question: 
And,  at  that  moment,  came  a-  servant  in, 
To  say  you  were  arrived.     He  must  have  mark'd 
;     Our  mix'd  emotion. 

Fitz.  Is  that  servant  here  ? 
fuj  Jvm.  'Twas  f,sir.     fS******'  *^*+il!  <£/ '  /U 

-~^    vl/&r/.  Was  it  you  ?*  WehVsaw  youaughT~ ~~ 

f  To  challenge  your  attention  ? 

£*  (Jtij  .   -d*w.  Sir,  I  did. 

— *"  Wilford  was  pale,  and  trembling ;  and  our  master 
Gave  him  a  look  as  if  'twould  pierce  him  through » 
And  cried,  "  Remember."— rhen  he  trembled 

more, 
And  we  both  quitted  him,      fU/'^t, 

Mori.  When  first  we  met, 
You  found  me  somewhat  ruffled. 
Fitz.  'lis  most  true. 
•     '      J/o/7.  But  somewhat  more  when,  afterwards, 
Isaw 
Wilford  conversing  with  you  ; — like  a  snake, 
Sun'd  by  your  looks,  and  basking  in  your  favour. 
I  bade  him  quit  the  room,  with  indignation, 
And  wait  my  coming  in  the  library. . 
Fitz.  I  witness 'd  that?  with  wonder. 
Mart.  Q,  good  brother  I 
You  little  thought,  while  you  so  gently  school'd 

me, 
fa  tha  full  rlrm r  nf  y mi r  bonovolonc^    ^c^r— 
For  my   harsh  bearing  tow'rd  him,   On   what 

ground 
That  harshness  rested.  I  had  made  my  searcfcjf  v 
In  the  brief  interval  of  absence  from  you,      £ 
And  found  my  property  had  vanish  'cL 

Fitz.  Well /  r-P,J 

You  met  him  in  the  library  ?   (   ^7 
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Mort.  O  never 
Can  he  forget  that  solemn  interview, 

Wilf.  Aye,  speak  to  that : — it  was  a  solemn  in- 
terview. 

Mori.  Observe,  he  does  acknowledge  that  we 
met. 
Guilt  was  my  theme: — he  cannot,  now  deny  it. 

Wilf*  It  was  a  theme  of— No.  (checking  himsetfJ 

Mori,  He  pleaded  innocence :  "~* 

While  every  word  he  spake  belied  his  features, 
And  mock'd  his  protestation.   J  BtftiaiaSd 
The  chistisemcnt  he  fear'd ,  nor  would  I  blazon 


The  wrong  I  could  not  fix ;  and  subject,  thuSj 

By  general  inquiry,  all  the  guiltless 

To  foul  suspicion.     That  suspicion 

Most  heavily  on  him  ;  but  th^big  cloud 

Of  anger  he  had  gather^Uburst  not  on  him, 

In  vengeance,  to  o^jpw*nelm  him :  chill  it  dropped, 

But  kindly^as  the  dew,  in  admonition ; 

-ike tteargof  fathers  o'er  a  wayward  child, 

iVkfinlove  md 


I 


■enforces  thorn  to  ruggodoocsi 


Fitz.  What  said  you  to  him? 

Mort.  "  Regulate  your  life, 
"  In  future,  better.    I,  now,  spare  your  youth ; 
"  But  dare  not  to  proceed.    All  I  exact, 
"  ('Tis  a  soft  penance) — that  you  tarry  here  ; 
"  B?y-ity4>-ynMr,,g1^flrfi-wiy-,hrtii^  -yrnir- gentle-*. 

«  My-  bounty  ■  be  ■  your  chains.     Attempt  not 

flight; 
"  Flight  ripens  all  my  doubt  to  certainty, 
*  And  justice  to  the  world  unlocks  my  tongue."— 
He  fled,  and  I  arraign  him. 


^j<   Fitz.  Trust  me,  brother, 
9  ": :,  C^P^ 


'his  charge  is  staggering.     Yet  accidents, 


t*cU 


Somt- 


I*  *. 


A  tfA.  cpi 


/*•*>»-»  **»-•  *-• 
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Sometimes,  combine  to  cast  a  shade  of  doubt 

Upon  the  innocent.     May  it  be  10  here  1) 

Here  is  his  trunk :   'twas  brought  here  at  my 

order.  .  r- 

Tis  fit  that  it  be  searched.  PU*foe  <f>* 

— Mu7-t.  O,  that  were  needless/ 

He  were  a  shallow  villain  that  would  trust 
His  freight  of  plunder  to  so  frail  a  bottom. 
School-boys,  who  strip  the  orchard  of  its/ffuit, 
Conceal  their  thievery  better. 

Fitz.  Yet  'tis  found. 
Such  negligence  is  often  linj^Kwith  guilt. 
Take  note — I  sky  not  yet  that  he  is  guflty  j 
But  I  scarce  heard  of  crafty  villain,  yet, 
Who  did  not  malpe  some  blot  in  his  foul  game, 
That  lookers-on  have  thought  him.  blind,  and 

t 

It  was impalpable. — Tis  rarely  otherwise : 
Heaven's  hand  is  in  it,  brother:  Providence 

tarks  guilt,  as  'twere,  with  a  fatuity. 1 

Adam,  do  you  inspect  iti      ftg         [fa  Winh'ttoftr 

Wilf.  Here's  the  key ;         ^v 
E*en  take  it,  freely. — You'll  find  little  there 
I  value;  save  a  locket,  which  my  mother 
Gave  me  upon  her  death-bed ;   and  she  added 
Her  blessing  to't.    Perhaps,  her  spirit  now 
Is  grieving  for  my  injuries. 
*  Wmu  (after  p/aning  the  inunk)i     Qyrinercy,  1 

Fitz. Mow  now  ?  What's  there? 

Wim%  Ae  I'm  o  wretched  man;  »  *    */ 

The  very  watch  my  gnod  old  m  WWW  wow*  i*fhiy£&* 
And,  here,  my  h+f*  jewels!  ^  vnrfKt*  ir 

Wilf.  I  am  innocent.  ^ 

Just  Heaven  hear  me!    iStA*n  4>~+%*4.*+ZTr* 

JFitm  I  muot  hour  ywn  now.' 
Whftl  m*  yoy  WW  ?    OK  1  Wilfuid. 

my. 


*i 


IP* 
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WUfi  CUirt«tora»th, 


Let  me  collect  myself*    First  this. 
knees) 

lay  sleep 

Ne'er  cl#se  my  burakigf  eyes;  may  conscience 
Sj  gnaw,me*^  . 

May  engine*  wrench  my.  entrails  from  their  seat ; 
And  wh:rl  them  to  the  winds  before  my  face, 
m  4f*l  kqow  ought  of  this  ! 


2 


/ 


- m 


I 


Fitz.  Make  it  appear  so. — But  look  there;  look 
there!  (pointing  to  the  trunk, 

Wilf,  Heap  circumstance  upon  mo)  muhipU 


Charge  upon  charge ;  pile  seeming  fact  on 
Still  J  maintain  my  innocence.  Look  at  m< 
Are  these  the  throes  of  guilt  ?  Are  these^onvul- 

sions  / 

Of  a  poor,  helpless,  friendless,  wretoKed  boy, 
The  struggles  of  a  villain? — OneAhing  more:  * 
r\  here  aver  it — to  his  face  aver^ti-— 
He  knows — Yes,  he — Yes,  n*y  accuser  knows, 
I  merit  not  his  charge.       V 
— ■""""  (a  gener at  expression  of  indignation) 

Wint.  O!  fieon*t,fiei 

Fitz.   Wiiford,  -take  heed!  A  base  attempt  to 
blacken^ 
An  injureu  master,  will  but  plunge  you  deeper. 
Wilf,  1  know  what  1  am  doing.    I  repeat  it : 
Will  die  repeating  it.     Sir  Edward  Mortimer 
Is  congous  or*  my  innocence. 

tU  Proceed 

Look  at  these  proofs,  and  talk. — Unhappy  boy, 
tongue  rin  rio  me  little  mischief,  now 


Wilf.  Do  you  not  know- 

Mort.  What? 

Wilf Tis  no  matter,  sir. 

But  I  could  swear 


Men. 


/     / 
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HUSMort.  Nay,   Wilford,  pause  a  while. 

Reflect  that  oaths  are  sacred.     Weigh  the  force- 
Of  these  asseverations.     Mark  it  well. 
I  swear y  by  all  the  ties  that  bind  a  man^ 
Divine  or  human!  Think  on  that,  and  shudder, 

Wilf.  The  very  words  I  utterMl  I  am  tongue, 
tied.  (aside.) 

Fitz.  Wilford,  if  there  be  aught  that  you  can 
urge, 
To  clear  yourself,  advance  it. 

Wilf.  O,  I  could! 
I  could  say  much,  but  must  not. — No,  I  will  not. 
JDq  as  you  please, — Ihavt  no  fricmU-ggjQQ  witneasy 
Jmvp  myaccusefr^  Did  he  not — pray  ask  him— 
■Did  he  not  vaunt  his  m&m  could  ruin  me? 
Did  he  not  menace,  in  his  pride  of  power,  v  :  L 
To  blast  my  name,  and  crush  my  innocence? 

Fitz*  What  do  you  answer,  sir? 

MorU  I  answer — No.— 
More  were  superfluous,  when  a  criminal  5 

Opposes  empty  volubility 
To  circumstantial  charge.    A  stedfast  brow 
Repels  not  fact,  nor  can  invalidate 
These  dumb,  but  damning,  witnesses,  before  him. 

(fiointin^  to  the  trunk  J  ■ 

Wilf.  By  the  just  pow'r  that  rules  us,  \  ato 
ignorant 
How  they  came  there ! — but,  'tis  my  firm  belief, 
You  placed  them  there  to  sink  me.  .  v 

Fitz.    O,  too  much! 
You  steel  men's  hearts  against  youlPeeth  md 

4t  routes  hranetf  rholeW    Call  the  officers.- 
He  shall  meet  punishment.        (Stnrants  ping.) 

i  '    Mart. 


sr> 


/- 


uz^^y- moNcHEsrj 

Mortyjftold  !  pray  you,  hold. 
Justicehas,  thus  fair,  struggled  with  my  pity, 
To  do  an  act  of  duty  to  the  world. 
I  would  unmask  a  hypocrite;  by  bare 
The  front  of  guilt,  that  men  may  see,  and  shun  it: 
Tis  done,  and  I  will,  now,  proceed  no  further, 


would  not  hurt  thagarpantj  but  to  mnlie* 
a-serpftat  hurtlossr    He  bus  lost  his  sting; 
Let  him  depart,  and  freely. 
Fitx   Look  ye,  brother; 
his  shall  not  be."' 'Had  he  proved  innooontr 


[y  friendship  had  been  doi 
ave  been  pirthl  tn.hin\;i 


*  this  act 


Is  so  begrimed  with  black,  ungrateful  malice, 
That  I  insist  on  justice.     Fly,  knaves!  run, 
And  let  him  be  secured.    (Exeunt  servants"\^&«» 
fftrry  hrrfr  -ft  j~l  (to  Wilford.) 

Mart.  I  will  not  have  it  thus. 

Fitx,  You  must — You  shall — 
■*Tfoweak  elsrii     Qonsl  I  Uaint  T  hiva  ai  much* 


Of  good,  straij 
But, 
TtiifTnn  tim 


pity,  as  may  serve ; 
) ve — to  sit  still  and  be  peck'd  at, 
Hi?  imnlrnrr  tnpg  alii 


Does  not  this  rouse  you,  too? — Look  on  these 

jewels ; 

Look  at  this  picture ; — 'twas  our  mother's:  Stay, 
Let  me  inspect  this  nearer.     What  are  here? 
Parchments fins  {lectin?  the  trunk,) 

Mort.  O,  look  no  further — They  are  deeds, 
Which,  in  his  haste,  no  doubt,  he  crowded  there, 
Not  knowing  what — to  look  o'er  at  his  leisure. — 
Family  deeds — They  all  were  in  my  chest. 

WVf%  O,  'tis  deep  laid  !—  These,  too,  to  give  a 
colour!  (aside^ ) 


I 
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jFYfe.  What  have  we  here  ?  «I  have  your  Uav>j  — 

Af  irhitgr  in  thit     Here  is  a  paper 
Of  curious  enfolding; — slipt,  as  'twere, 
By  chance,  within  another.    This  may  be 

Of  note  upon  his  triaL What's  this  drops  I 

A  knife,  it  seems !  > 

Mori.  What!  (starting) 

Fttz.  Marks  of  blood  upon  it. 

Mort.  Touch  it  not.    Throw  it  back!— bury 
it— sink  it !  /fr  ******    #4-**u~Jj;/ 
Oh,  carelessness  and  hasteT  Give  me  that  paper. 
Darkness  and  hell !  Give  back  the  paper. 

TMortimer  aitemfits  to  snatch  it  ;  Wilfqrp 
runs  between  the  two  brot/iersr  falls  on  hit 
knees \  and  fir  events  him*  holding  Fitzhard- 

1NG.1 


Wilf.  frafiidly)  No.  f^^^^^^^^^f  ^^1  ^^^l^S^ 

I  see — I  see !— Preserve  it.    You  are  judge  I 
My  innocence,  my  life,  rests  on  it ! 

Mort.  Devils  ' 
Foil  me  at  my  own  game ! — Fate! — Ha,  ha,  ha  I 
Sport,  Lucifer  ! He  struck  me 


TMortimer  is  fainting,  and  fallinzi 
roan  runs  ana  catches  him  A      * 


WlL- 


Wilf.  Til  support  him.  ■  f  'J&^.P&*£Z 
s\    Read!  read!  read!  "■'  \        ~~~~* , 
g$        Fitz.  What  is  this?— My  mind  misgives  me  I 
>  It  is  my  brother's  hand  !-*•*  To  be  destroy* dbef on  tn,'s 

V  death"       / 

.;.••'■ 


(4 


•Narrative  of  my.  murder  of- OhT  great  Hea,v*til 

M  If,  ere  I  die,  my  guilt  should  be  disclosed, 

".May 


± 

m 

ad. 
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~*  May  tins  contribute  to  redeem  the  wreck 
u  Of  my  lost  honour !" — 1  am  horror-struck! 

.  Wilf.  Bain,  plain ! -Stay !  he  revives. 

Mori.  What  has  been  soft ; 

I  have  been  wand'ring  with  the  damn'd,  sure.— 

Brother  !— 
And— aye— 'tis  Wilford.    Oh!  thought  dashes 

on  me, 
like  Lightning.    I  am  brain-scorch'cL     Give  me 

leave. 
I  will  speak — Soon  I.  will        a  little  yet— — 
Come  hither,  boy.— Wrong'd  boy  !     O  Wilford, 
Wilford* 
( bursts  into  tears \  and  fulls  on  Wilf  or (t s  neck.) 
Wilf  Be  firm,  sir ;  pray  be  nrm  !  .my  heart 
bleeds  for  you — 
Warms  for  you !  Oh  !  all  your  former  charity 
To  your  poor  boy,  is  in  my  mind. — Still,  still, 
I  see  my  benefactor. 

Alert.  Well,  I  will— 
I  will  be  firm.     One  struggle,  and  'tis  over. 
I  have  most  foully  wrong'd  you!  Ere  I  die — 
And  1  feel  death  struck — let  me  haste  to  make 
Atonement.— Brother,  note.    The  jewels, 
.  Yes,  and  that  paper — Heaven,  and  accident, 
Ordain'd  it  so! — were  placed — Curse  on  my  flesh* 
To  tremble  thus! — were  placed  there  by  rny  hand. 
Fitz.  O,  mercy  on  me! 
Mort.  More.     I  fear'd  this  boy ; 
He  knew  my  secret ;  and  I  blacken* d  him, 
That,  should  he  e'er  divulge  the  fatal  story, 
His  word  might  meet  no  credit.    Infamy 
Will  brand  my  mem'ry  for't :  Posterity, 
Whose  breath  I  made  mygod,  will  keep  roy  shame 
Green  in  her  damning  record.     Oh!  Iliad — 

Ihad 


i 


. 
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f    ^ —  -    <4fl     ■* 


»    ' 
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To  die !— To  have  my  ashes  tramfoWd^otv'    V'tf 
By  the  proud  foot  of  scorii !  Polluted!  Hell^i^)  .  ■    • 
Who  dares  to  m6ck  my  guilt  ?  Is't  you— or  you  ? 
Wrack  foe  that  grinning  fiend*  Damnation !    >;> 
.        Who  spits  upon  my  grave  f  I'll  stab  again—     '  V 

,   s   ,   :  J//s.This  rives  my~n^arnn^k^nr^^Ff7"l    " 

— :    ti     brother,  brother  I  '  \R  •  ■  * .  •  ■     ' i    a  « 
•  His  looks  are  ghastly  v^r7^^'1     „ J'"^    -^ 

W     i%d£JU#    '-  >•■;•■;. v;    ■  :x«a ■*  -.    /  ,v/i     . 
&rfi<;Sir,the  offic!ersvr'r>:  t3sri-)oJ  /- / -il l-aiifo^ 
...  F/7z.  Away,  knave!   Send  them  herice;  the 
boy  is  innocent   a/.t.  ?. ..  u 

****?*&  ^^H^llPfellows;*  Hence  1«  * 
DU^ha^ki^wmoi^awMu.  Send  in  some  he$ ; . 


Your  master's  ill  o'  the  sudden;  <  Send  some  helbV  Jf\ 

A^S*    2  "TJ  -  l'Xi     "  ^f b  "(Exit  Sctvdk'ft  ' 
-'  TT/^Twere  best  t6  raise  hi^sin  -  ■  "     i^^ 


tiFiiz.: Soft; who eonies here i Ifiw 1   1  > : ! i '  >i  v; 
;.  evr-  jitod .'/  or  trtjy£Oi  I—:  *ii!i  -,vji    -J  3/jfi     jet 

-.nZTrfwi.  Where  is  hei? Jill!  ;and  63  tne:gr6unoT  i' 

,v,\  '<■>       Oh,  Mortimer to<{  toit;^!  .vti:  of  i:  <>;i   V 


*■■*•.        %  •  .■'« ■       ■ , 


< 


m  THE  JRQN  GPEST» 

Helen.  Qh,  he's  convulsed !  ,  jtr ••'  ,n    '  I 

7/x.  Say  nothing.  t  We  must  lead  hinT  to  hi* 
\  ,.t.  chamber,    ■  |  »/  !.;-     \    /.. . 

Beseech  you  to  say  nothing  !  Come,  good  lady.        +  j 
(FitzhIrping  and  Helen  lead  Mortimer  out.)  •  JL  e*" 

'Per*  Enter  Barbara,  'm  the  opposite  !side*9 

Barb.  O,  Wilford  !  I  have  flown  to  you !  You 
are  innocent.— The  whole  house  now  has  it,  you 
are  innocent.  Thank  Heaven  !  Speak,  tell  me— 
How—  how  was  it,  dear,  deaf  WuTord  ? 
..  Wilf.  I  cannot  teil  you  now,  Barbara.  Another 
time :  but  it  is  so.— I  cannot  speak,  now. 

Burb.  Nor  I,  scarce,  for  joy.  See!  hither  come 
your  fellows,  to  greet  you,    1  am  so  happy ! 

Enter  Servants,  ■&>,  ffn  &££&£*  /^flfpdi- 

.    Servants.  Joy  I  Wilford. 
m  Will-  Peace,  peace,  I  pray  you.    Our  master 
is  taken  ill :  So  ill,  my  fellows,  that  I  fear  me,  he 
.  stands  in  much  danger.    That  you  rejoice  in  nv» 
acquittal,  I  perceive,  and  thank  you,  *air  £0 
ward's  brother  will  ex  J  lain  further  to  you:  lean- 
not.     But  believe  tin*: — Heaven,  to  whose  eye 
the  dark  movements  lof  guilt  are  manifest,  will, 
rv^yratrhfiYyr*  and  fflyfifilir  thHnn<Kfntf  inthftig 
extrffmityJ  Clamour  not  now  your  congratula- 
tions co  me,  I  entreat  you:  Rather,  let  the  slow, 
still  voice  of  gratitude  be  lifted  up  to  Providence,       \ 
foi  that  care  sue  ever  bestows  upon,  those  deserv-        V 
ing  her  protection]  \ 

v  FINALE* 
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A  PLAY. 


' 


FINALE. 

Where  Gratitude  shall  breathe  the  note*       / 
To  white-robed  Mercy's  throne,  / 

Ti'.A   ikamilil   tlraln  nr»    miliar  flrvot  /  . 


Bid  the  mild  strain  on  sether  float, 
".  A  soft  and  dulcet  tone. 


Sweet,  sweet  and  clear  the  accents  raise, 

While  mellow  flutes  shall  swell  the  song  of  praiit . 

Melody  I  Melodjr!   /  „ 

A  soft  and  dulcet  melody  t  >    44" 

Where  fever  droops  his  burning  head I J 
Where  sick 
Around 


ick  men  languish  on  their  bed ; 

und  let  ev'ry  accent  be, 
Harmony  1  Harmon* ! 

■ 

w  •  '-  '■'    -    . 

V  > 


A  soft  and  dulcet  harmony 

/       ■ 


i 


4 

\     i     ■ 


THE  END. 
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